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Decet hac dare dona novercam. Ovid. Metam. lib. 9. 
Vane Ligur, fruſtraque animis elate ſuperbis. 
Nequisquam----tentaſti lubricus artes -— 
Advenit qui veſtra dies muliebribus armis „ 
Ferba redarguerit. | Virg. En. lib. 11. 
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To the Right Honourable 

The EARL of FERSEY, 

Lord Chamberlain of His Majeſty's 

Houſehold, SS. 
MY LORD, 


eb any thing may attone for the liberty 
8 | l take in offering this trifſe to your 
1 5 3 engage po 
-3>23523553 10 be guilty of the common vice of 
8 oe oral nor pretend togive the 
world an account of the many good qualities they 
ought to admire in your Lordſhip. I hopeI may 
reckon on it as ſome little piece of merit, in an 
age where there are ſo many people write Pane- 
gyricks, and ſo few deſerve em. I am ſure you 
ought not to fit for your picture, to ſo ill a hand as 
mine. Men of your Lordſhip's figure and ſtation, 
tho' uſeful and ornamental to the age they live in, 
are yet reſerv'd for the labours of the Hiſtorian, 
and the entertainment of poſterity ; nor ought to 
be aſpers'd with ſuch pieces of flattery while liv- 
ing, as may render the true hiſtory ſuſpected to 
thoſe that come after. That which ſhould take up 
all my care at preſent, is moſt humbly to beg your 
Lordſhip's pardon for importuning you upon this 


account; for imagining that your Lordſhip, . 


- (whoſe hours are all dedicated to the beſt and 
molt important uſes) can have any leiſure for 


this piece of Poetry. I beg, my Lord, that you © k 


will receive it, as it was meant, a mark of my 
entire reſpect and veneration. Ms 
I hope it may be ſome advantage to me, that the 
NES won Ao — 


4 


| DEDICATION. 
Town has not receiv'd this Play ill. To have de- 
pended meerly upon your Lordſhip's good na- 


degree of merit, would have been an unpardon- 
able fault, eſpecially to ſogood a Judge. The 
Play itſelf, as I preſent it to your Lordſhip, is a 
much more perfect Poem than it is in the repre- 


the writing of it, by thinking that it would be 
eaſier to retrench than to add: But when I was at 
laſt neceſſitated, by reaſon of the extreme length, 


was maim'd by it to a great diſadvantage. The 
Fable ( which has no manner of relation to any 
part of true hiſtory) was left dark and intricate, 
for want of a great part of the narration, which 
was left out in the firſt Scene; and the chain and 
connexion, which ought to be in the dialogue, 
was interrupted in many other places. But ſince 
what was omitted in the acting is now kept in, I 
hope it may indifferently entertain your Lord- 
ſhip at an unbending hour. The faults which are 
moſt generally found, (and which I could be 
very proud of ſubmitting to your Lordſhip's ju- 
gement, if you can have leiſure for ſo trivial a 
cauſe , ) are, that the Cataſtrophe in the fifth 
Act is barbarous, and ſhocks the audience. 
Some people, whoſe judgment I ought to have 


given the latter part of the ſtory quite another 
turn; that Arzaxerxes and Ameſtris ought to 
have been preſerv'd, and made happy in the con- 
cluſion of the Play; that beſides the ſatisfaction 
which the Spectators would have had to have 
| ſeen two virtuous (or at leaſt innocent) cha- 
racers, rewarded and ſucceſsful, there migin 

| | | ave 


ture, and have offer'd ſomething without any 


ſentation on the Stage. I was led into an er: or in 


to cut off near {ix hundred lines, I found that it 


a deference for, have told me that they wiſht Thad 


DEDICATION. 


have been alſo a more noble and inſtructive mo- . | 


ral drawn that way Iinuſt confeſs if this be an 
error, (as perhaps it may, ) it is a voluntary one, 


and au error of my judgment : Since in the writ- 


ing I actually made ſuch a ſort of an objection to 
my ſelf, and choſe to wind up the ſtcry this way. 
Tragedies have been allow'd , I know, to be 
written both ways very beautifully. But ſince 
Terror and Pity are laid down for the ends of 
Tragedy by the great Maſter and Father of Criti- 
ciim, [ was always inclic*d to fancy, that the Jaſt 
and remaining impreſſions, which ought to be left 
on the minds of an audience, ſnould proceed from 
one of theſe two. They ſhould be ftruck with 
terror in ſeveral parts of the Play, but always cou- 


clude and go away with pity, a ſort ofregret pro- 


ceeding from good nature, which, tho' an un- 
ealineſs, is not always diſagreeable, to the perſon 
who feels it. It was this paſſion that the famous 
Mr. Otway ſucceeded ſo well in touching, and 
muſt and will at all times affect people, who have 
any tenderneſs or humanity. If therefore I had 
ſav'd Artaxerxes and Ameſtris, | believe (with 


ſubmiſſion to my Judges ) I had deſtroy'd the 


rowers occaſion for compaſſion in the whole 
lay. Any body may perceive, that ſhe is rais'd to 
ſome degrees of happineſs, by hearing that her 
Father and Husband are living, (whom ſhe had 
ſuppos'd dead,) and by ſeeiug the enemy and 
perſecutor of her family dying at her feet, purpo- 
ſely, that the turn of her death may be more ſur- 
prizing and pitiful. As for that part of the objec- 


tion, which ſays, that innocent perſons ought nat 
to be ſhewn unfortunate; the ſucceſs and general © +? 


approbation, which inany of the beſt Tragedies 
that have been writ, and which were built on that 


41 foun 
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foundation, have met with, will be a fufficient 
anſwer for me. 3 

That which they call the poetical juſtice, is, I 
think, ſtrictly obſerv'd; the two principal contri- 


vers of evil, the Statesman and Prieſt, are puniſh'd 


with death; and the Queen is depos'd from her 
authority by her own Son; which, I ſuppoſe, will 
be allowed as the ſevereſt mortification that could 
happen to a woman of her imperious temper. 

If there can be any excuſe for my entertaining 
your Lordſhip with this detail of criticiſm, it is, 
that I would have this firſt mark ofthe honour I 

have for your Lordſhip appear with as few faults 


as poſſible. Did not the prevailing character of 


your Lordfhip's excellent humanity and good na- 
ture encourage me, what ought | not to fear from 
the niceneſs of your raſte and judgment? The de- 
licacy of your reflexions may be very fatal to fo 
rough a draught as this is; but if I will believe (as 
Tam ſure I ought to do) all men that I have heard 
ſpeak of your Lordſhip, they bid me hope every 
thing from your goodneſs. This is that, I muit 
ſincerely own, which made me extremely ambi- 
tious of your Lordfhip's patronage for this piece. 
I am but too ſenſible , that there are a multitude 
of faults in it; but ſince the good nature of the 
Town has cover'd, or not taken notice of *em, 
I muſt have ſo much diſcretion, as not to look 
with an affected nicety into 'em my felf, With 
all the faults and imperfections which it may 
have, I muſt own, I ſhall be yet very well ſatisfied 
with it, if it gives me an opportunity ofreckon- 
ing my lelf from this time, 
| Your Lordſhip's maſt obedieut 


4 humble Ser vaut 


N. Rowe. 
P R O- 


— —— — 


esd ache det ee 
1. IB GD DU UE, 
B Spoke by Mr. BETTER TON. 


I FF dying Lovers yet deſerve a tear, 7 
If a ſad ſtory of a Maid 's deſpair 

Yet move compaſſion'in the pitying Fair, 
This day the Poet does his art employ , 
The ſoft acceſſes of your ſouls to try. | | 
Nor let the Stoick boaſt his mind unmov'd , 
The brute Philoſopher , who ne er has prov d 5 
9 The joy of loving or of being lov d; 

| Who ſcorns his humane nature to confeſs, 
And ſtriving to be more than Man, is leſs. 
Nor let the Men, the weeping Fair accuſe , 
Thoſe kind ProteFlors of the Tragick Muſe , 


. * 
Whoſe tears did moving Otway's labours crown 
And made thepoor Monimia's grief their own : 
= Thoſe tears, their art, not weakneſs , has confeſs , 
oe He Their grief approv'd the niceneſs of their taſte, 5 
| And they wept moſt , becauſe they judg'd the beſt. 


O! cou d this Age's Writers hope to find 

An audience to compaſſion thus inclin'd , 
The Stage would need no Farce, nor Song nor Dance, 
Nor capering Monſisur brought from active France. 
| y R Clinch and his Organ pipe, his dogs and bear, 2 


To native Barnet might again repair, 
Or breath, with Captain Otter, Bankſide air. 
| Majeſtick Tragedy ſhou d once agen | 
13 In purple pomp adorn the ſwelling ſcene. | 
Her ſearch ſhou'd ranſack all the Ancients ſtore, pi 
The fortunes of their loves and arms explore, 
Such as might grieve you but ſhau it pleaſe you more. 
What Shakeſpear durſt not, this bold Age ſhou il do, 
And famous Greek and Latin Beauties ſhow,  _ 
Shakeſpear , whoſe genius to its ſelf alaw, ? 


_ 8 
—ͤ—ũ—ßj—t — a, vr — 


Cou'd Men in every height of nature draw , 
And copy d all but Women that he ſaw, Wee, 


Thoſe ancient Heroines your contern ſhou'd move , 

Their grief and anger much , but moſt their love ; 

For in the account of every e we find : 
The beſt an faireſſ of that Sex were kind , > 
To pity always and to love inclin d. 

Aſſert ye Fair-ones , whoin judgment fit , 
Your ancient Empire over Love and Wit ; . 
| Reform our ſenſe, and teach the Men to obey ; . 2 
They'll leave their tumbling if you lead the way. 
Be but what thoſe before to Qtway were; 


Oh wereyoubut as ki , 228 20 0 You are as fair. 


SI 
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M E N. 


ARTAXERXES, Prince of Perſia, eldeſt Sen to 
the King Arſaces, by a former Queen. 
ARTABAN,, Son o Arſaces, by Artemiſa. | 
MEMNON, Formerly General to Arſaces, now 
Aiſęrac d; a Friend r0 Artaxerxes. | 
MIR Z A, Firſt Minifter of State, in the intereſl of At 
| temiza and Artaban. 
MAG A8, Prieſt of the Sun, Friend to Mira and the 
Queen. 
CLEANTHES, Be Artaban. 4 
ORCHANES, Captain of he Guards to the Queen. x 


WO M E N. 


; AR TEMISA , Formerly the Wife of Tiribaſus 8 
' Perſian Lord, now married to the King of Perſia. 
_ AMESTRI 8, Daughter to Memnon, in love with, 
| and belov'd by Amaxerres. 
CLEONE, Daughter zo Mirza, in love with Ar- 
taxerxes, and belov 4b Artaban, 
785 * L 12 A, . to Cleone. 
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| 8 5020 8 We ſay the moſt we can; tho'ſ ure it maſt | 
Be happier far, to quit a wretched being, h 


Ambitious Step - mother. 


a 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A Royal Palace. 
Enter at ſeveral doors Mirza and Magas. 


MIAT A. 


N AT bri ng'ſt thou Magas 2 ; Say , how 5 * : d 


Mag. As one whom when we number 
with the living, 


£ Frogs 
ATE tares the King? 
x VV i 


* 


Than keep it on ſuch terms: For as lenter'd 
The Royal lodging, an univerſal horror 


Struck thro' my eyes, and chill'd my very heart; HOSES 


The chearful day was every where ſhut out 


4 


With care, and left a more than midnight darkneſs, 1 4 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim lamps, & 


That feebly litted up their ſickly heads, 


, 


Lookt faintly thro the ſhade, and made it ſeem 


More diſmal by ſuch light; while a ba ate — Ol 


10 THE AMBITIOUS 
In ſolemn ſorrow , mixt with wild amazement, 
Obſerv'd a dreadful ſilence. 

Mirx. Didſt thou ſec him? 

Mag. My Lord, I did; treading with gentle ſteps, 

I reach'd the bed, which held the poor remains 
Ofgrear Arſaces; juſt as! approacht, 
His drooping lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos'd, 
Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd: 
The balls of ſight, dim and depriv'd of motion, 
Sparkled no more with that Majeſtick fire, 
At which ev'n Kings have trembled; but had loſt 
Their common uſeful office, and were ſhaded | 
With an eternal night: ſtruck with a ſight , 
That ſhew'd me human-nature fal'n ſo low, 
Lilly refed: 

Mirx. He dies too ſoon ; 
And Fate, if poſſihle, muſt be delay'd. 
The thought that labours in my form ing brain, 
Vet crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyſicians giv'n up all their hopes? 
Cannot they add a few days to a Monarch, 
In recompence of thouſand vulgar fates, 
Which their drugs daily haſten? 
Mag. As I paſt 5 

The outward rooms, I found 'em in conſult; 
Taskt'em if their art was at a ſtand, 
And could not help the King; they ſhook their heads, 
And in moſt grave ad ſolemn wiſe, unfolded 
Matter, which litt|J@urported, but words 


Rankt in right learned phraſe ; all I cou:dlearn , was, 


That Nature's kindly warmth was quite extinct, 
Nor could the breath of art kindle again 

Th' etheria] fire. | 

Mirz. My Royal Miſtreſs Artemiſa's fate, 
And all her Son young cArrabaz's high hopes, 
Hang on this lucky criſis ; ſince this day, 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnor 
Enter Perſepolis ; The ye 


. 
| p 


Pe- 


25 
45 
& 


Untouch'd by any weakneſs of her Sex, my 


S TEP-MOTHER. 11 
Devoted to our glorious God the Sun, 
Hides their deſigns under a holy vell ; 


And thus Religion is a mask for Faction. 
But let their guardian Genii ſtill be watchful, 


For if they chance to nod, my waking vengeance 


Shall ſurely catch that moment to deſtroy em. 
Mag. Tis ſaid the fair Ameſtris, MNemnon's Daughter, 
Comes in their company. 

Mirz. That fatal Beauty , | 
With moſt malignant influence, has croſt 
My firſt and great ambition. When my Brother, 
The great Cleander , fell by Memnon's hand, 
( You know the ſtory of our Houſes quarrel) 
I ſought the King for juſtice on the Murderer 
And to confirm my intereſt in the Court, 
In confiience of mighty wealth and power, 
Along deſcent from noble Anceſtors , 
And ſomewhat of the beauty ofthe Maid, 
I offered my Cleone to the Prince 
Fierce Artaxerxes; he, with rude diſdain 
Refus'd the proffer; and to gra'e me more, 


Publickly own'd his paſſion for Ameſiris; 


And in deſpight ev'n of his Father's juſtice, 
Eſpous'd the cauſe of Memnon. | 
Mag. Ev'n from that noted Era, I remember 
You vated all yaurſervice tothe Queen, 
Our common Miſtreſs. 1 f 
Mirz, Tis true, I did ſo: r was it in vain; 
She did me right, and ſatisfy d vengeance. 
Memnon was haniſht, and the Prince diſgrac'd 
Went into exile with him. Since that time, 
Since | have been admitted to her Council, 
And ſeen her, with unerring judgment guide 
The reins of Empire, I have been amazed, 


To ſee her more than manly ſtrength of ſoul, 


Cautious in good ſucceſs, in bad unſhaken; 
Still arm'd againſt th' uncertain turns of Chance, 


Their 
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Their ſuperſtition , pity, or their fear; 
Andisa Woman only in her cunning. 
What Story tells of great Semiramis, 
Or rolling time, that gathers as it goes, 
Has added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 


Mag. Sure twas a mark of an uncommon genius, 


To bend a ſoul like that of great Arſaces, 
And charm him to her ſway. 
Arz. Certainly Fate, 
Or ſomewhat like the force of Fate, was in it; 
And ſtlll whene'er remembrance ſets that ſcene, 
Before my eyes, I view it with amazement. 
Mag. | then was young, a ſtranger to the Court, 
And only took the ſtory as reported | 
By different fame, you muſt have known it better. 
Mirz. Indeed I did, then favour'd by the King, 
And by that means a ſharer in the ſecret, 
*T was on a day of publick feſtival, 
When beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to view, 
Behind the covert ofa Golden Jattice, 
The King and Court returning from the Temple; 
When juſt as by her ſtand Arſaces paſt, 
The windows, by deſign or chance, fell down, 
And to his view expos'd her bluſhing beauties. 
She ſeemed ſurpriz'd, and preſently withdrew , 
But ev'n that moment was an age in love: | 
So was the Monarch's heatt for paſſion moulded , 
So apt to take at firſt the ſoft impreſſion. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the evil 
Already paſta remedy, and vainly 
VUrg d the reſentment of her injur'd Lord : 
His love was deaf to all. 
Mag. Was Tiribaſus abſent? 
Mir. He was then General of the Perſian Horſe, 
Under old Aemnon in the Median War. — 
But if that diſtant view ſo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means, 
He view d her beauties nearer, when each action, 


And 


** 


** 


That ſhould direct his anger. Valiant Fools _ 
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And every graceful ſound conſpir'd to charm him. 

Joy of her conqueſt, and the hopes of greatneſs 

Gave luſtre to her charms, and made her ſeem 

Of more than mortal excellence. In ſhort, 

After ſome faint reſiſtance, like a Bride 

That ſtrives a while, tho' eager for the bliſs, 

The furious King enjoyed her.... 

And to ſecure their joys, a ſnare was laid 

For her unthinking Lord, in which he fell, 

Before the fame of this could reach his ears. 

Since that, ſne ſtill has by ſucceſsful arts 

Maintain'd that power, which firſt her beauty gain'd. 
Mag. With deepeſt foreſight, wiſely has ſhe laid 

A ſure foundation for the future greatneſs 

Of eArtaban, her only darling Son. 

Each buſie thought, that rouls within her breaſt, 

Labours for him ; the King , when firſt he ſicken'd, 


Declar'd he ſhould ſucceed him in the Throne, 


Mir. That was a point well gained; nor were the 
elderſhip, | 

Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of fears, 
If Memnon's intereſt did not prop his cauſe. 
Since then they ſtand ſecur'd, by being join'd, 
From reach of open force; it were a maſter- piece. 
Worthy a thinking head, to ſow diviſion. | 
And ſeeds of jealouſie, to looſe thoſe bonds 
Which knit and hold 'em up; that ſo divided, 
With eaſe they might be ruin'd. 

Mag. That's a difficulty, next toi 


mpoſſible. 
Mirz. Ceaſe to thinkſo; 215 


The wiſe and active conquer difficulties, 
By daring to attempt 'em; ſloth and folly 


Shiver and ſhrink at ſight of toil and hazard , 
And make th' impoſlibility they fear. 


 Ev'n Memnon's temper ſeems to give th' occaſion; 


Of wrong impatient, headlong to revenge; 
Tho' bold, yet wants that faculty ofthinking, 


Were 
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Were made by Nature for the wiſe to work with; 
They are their tools, and 'tis the ſport of een, 
When Heroes knock their knotty heads together, 
And 3 one another. 

What you've ſaid , 

Has eg a thought in me which may be lucky; 
Ere he wasbaniſht for your Brother's murder, 
There was a friendſhip'twixt us; and tho then 
left his barren ſoil, to root my (elf 
More ſafely under your auſpicious ſhade , 
Vet till pretending tyes of ancient love, 
At his arri val here I'll viſit him; 
Whence this advantage may at leaſt be made , 

To ford his ſhallow ſoul. 

Mirz. Oh much, much more; | 
*'T was happily remembred; nothing gulls 
Theſe open, unſuſpecting Fools » like friendſhip; 
Dull heavy chings! whom Nature has lett honeſt 

In meer frugality, to ſave the charge 
She's at in ſetting out a thinking ſoul ; 
Who, ſince their own ſhort underſtandings reach 
No farther than the preſent, think ev'n the Wiſe, 
Like them , diſcloſe the ſecrets of their breaſts, 
Speak what they think, and tell tales of themſelves, 
Thy function too will varniſh o'er our arts, 
And ſanctifie diflembling. 

Mag. Vet ſtill I doubt, 

His caution may draw back, and fear a ſnare. 

Mirz. Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the fraud, 
That ev'n L wiſh his friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that cauſe of hate, which long has held us 
At mortal diſtance , give up my revenge, 

A gp offering to the publick peace. 
Mag. Could you afford him ſuch a bribe as that, 
A Brother's blood yet unatton'd---- 

Mirz. No Magas, 

It is not in the power of Fate to raze 
That en om out my mem ory; 
| Eter- 


P's 


257 
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Eternal night, 'tis true, may caſt a ſhade 
On all my faculties, extinguiſh knowledge; 
And great revenge may with my being ceaſe; 
But while lam, that ever will remain, 
And in my lateſt Spirits ſtill ſurvive. 
Vet, I would have thee promiſe that, and more, 
The friendſhip of the Queen, the reſtitution 
Of his command , and honours; that his Daughter 
Shall be the Bride of Artaban; ſay any thing 
Thou know'ſt the faith of Courtiers , & their oaths; 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at 'em. 
Mag. Hou not my zeal to ſerve our Royal Mi- 
reſs, | | 
And in her intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. 
1 My worthy Prieſt! Still be my friend, and 
are . | 
The utmoſt of my power , by greatneſs rais'd. 
es 9 Embracing. 
Thou, like the God thou ſerv'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, 
And with thy influence rule the under World. 
But ſee! the Queen appears; ſne ſeems to muſe, 
Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome event 
Of high import, which buſtles like an embryo 
In its dark room, and longs to be diſclos'd. 
Retire, leſt we diſturb her. 
Ihe retire t 9 1 of the Stage. 
| Enter the Queen. attended. 
Qu. Be fixt , my Soul, fixt on thy own firm baſis! 
Ze conſtant to thy ſelf; nor know the weakneſs, 
The poor irreſolution of my Se: 
Diſdain thoſe ſhews of danger, that would bar 
My way to glory. Ve diviner Pow'rs! 
By whom tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright beings 
| Thoſe js wha ſparks were ſtruck, which move our 
__ clay; | 
I feel, and I confeſs the etherial energy, 
That buſie reſtleſs Principle, whoſe appetite 
Is only plcas'd with greatneſs like your own ; 
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Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull maſs, 
And ſhut it up in Woman: Why debas'd it 

To an inferiour part ofthe creation? 

Since your own heavenly hands miſtook my lot, 
Tis you haveerr'd, not I. Could Fate e'er mean 
Me, for a Wife, a Slave to Twibaſus! 

To ſuch a thing as he: awretch a Husband! 
Therefore in juſt aſſertion of my ſelf, 

I ſhook him off, and paſt thoſe narrow limits , 
Which Laws contrive in vain for ſouls born great. 
There is not, muſt not be a bound for greatneſs ; | 
Power gives a lanction, and makes all things juſt. 
Ha! Mirza! Worthy Lord! I ſaw thee not 


[ Seeing Mirza. 


So buſie were my faculties in thought. 
Mir. The thoughts of Princes dwell in facred pri- 


vacy; ¶Bouing. 


Unknown and venerable tothe vulgar ; 
And like a Temple's innermoſt receſſes , 
None enters. to behold the hallow'd Myſteries 6 
Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 

Qu. Wiſe Mirza! were my Soul a Temple, fit 
For Gods, and Godlike counſels to inhabit, 
Thee only would I chuſe of all Mankind, 


To be the Prieſt, ſtill favour'd with acceſs; ; 


Whoſe piercing wit, ſway'd by unerring judgment, 
Might mingle even withth' aſſembled Gods . 
When they deviſe unchangeable decrees, 
And call 'em Fate. 
Airx. Whate'er Jam, each faculty, 
The utmoſt power of my exerted Soul 
Preſerves a being only for your ſervice; 


Ig And when am not yours, l am no more. 


* Qs. Time ſhall not know an d of n 148 acknow- 
bo ledgements, 

But every day of our contin? live. 

Be witneſs of my gratitude : to dra 


TER The Fore which holds our common intereſ;loſer; 
. e Within 
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Within fix days, my Son, my Arbatan, 
Equally dear to me as life and glory, 
In publick ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, 
And be my pledge of everlaſting amity. | 
Mirz. O Royal Lady! you out- bid my ſervice; 
And all returns are vile, but words the pooreſt. | 
Qu. Enough! be as thou haſt been, ſtill my Friend; 
Task no more. But J obſerve of late, | 
_ Your Daughter grows a ſtranger to the Court; 
Know you the cauſe ? 
Airz. A melancholy Girl; 
Such in her infancy her temper was, 
Soft even beyond her Sexes tenderneſs ; 
By nature pitiful , and apt to grieve 
For the mis-haps of others, and ſo make 
$4 The ſorrows of the wrerched world her own; 
Her cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 
Except when (only by one maid attended) 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary grove, 
Or by the gentle murmurs of ſome brook 
Sits ſadly liſtning to a tale of ſorrow , 
: Till with her tears ſhe ſwell the narrow ſtream. | 
| Qu. It is not well; theſe thoughts muſt be remov d: 
That eating canker Grief, with waſt ful ſpight, 
Preys on the roſie bloom of youth and beauty: 
But Love ſhall chace away theſe clouds of ſadneſs; 
My Son ſhall breathe fo warm a gale of ſighs, 
As ſhall diſſolve thoſe iſicles, thathang 
Like death about her heart, 
Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 
Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods Se” 
To grant him health, tho' much! fear in vain. — 


| 4 [Ex. Queen, Magas, and Attendants. 

| Manet Mirza, | . 

. Mirza. This medling Prieſt longs to be found a iool; 

E Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, . 

4 Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his ſoothing 2 | 
, Howe'er, I gave his wiſe propoſal war 
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Nay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my enemies, 
And make him firmly mine, ſpite ofhis fears , 
And natural ineonſtancy. 8 
White choice remains he will be ſtill unſteady, 
And nothing but neceſſity can fix him. Exit. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. | 
eArtax. Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
We enter here like Strangers, and unlook' d for: 
Each buſie face we meet, with wonder ſtarts, 
And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. 5 
Mem. Well may th' ignoble herd 
Start, if with hzedleſs ſteps they unawares 
Tread on the Lion's walk; a Prince's genius 
Awes with ſuperior greatneſs all beneath him, 
With wonder they behold the great Ar/aces 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 
Returning Nom his Wars, and crown'd with con- 
| queit, 
When all our Virgins met him on the way, 
And with their ſongs and dances bleſt his Triumph: 
Now baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women, 
They ſtart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurpriz d, 
As it a God had met em. In Honour's name, 6 
Why have we let this be? Why have we languiſh'd? 
And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as this 1 8 
To waſte our ſtrengih, and wear our Empire low? 
Art. Cutſt be the means by which theſe nls aroſe, 
Fatal alike to me as to my Country; 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 
Has yet with indignation only ſeen , Ws 
Cut off by arts of coward Prieſts and Statesmen, 
Whom l diſdain'd with ſervile ſmiles to court, 
From the great right which God and Nature gave, 
My birthright to a Throne. 
Mem. Nor Pricſtsnor State smen 
Could have compleated ſuch an ill as that, 5 


*% 
\ 
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If Woman had not mingled in the miſchief; 
If Artemiſa had not, by her charms, | 
And all her Sex's cunning, wrought the King, 
Old, obvious to her arts, decay'd in greatneſs, 
Dead to the memory of what once he was, | 
| Juſt crawling on the verge of wretched life, 
A burthen to himſelf, and his Friend's pity ; 
Among his other failings , to forget 
All thata Father and a King could owe 
To ſucha Son as you were; to cut you off 
From your ſucceſſion , from your hopes of Empire, 
And graft her upſtart off-ſpring on to Royalty. 
Artax. But if I hear it, 
Oh may Ilive tobe my Brother's Slave, 
The ſcorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my cauſe; 
May you my Father ſpurn me fora coward ; 
May all my noble hopes of love and glory | 
Leave me to vile deſpair. By Heaven, my heart 


Sits lighter in my boſom ,. when I think _ 
That I this day ſhall meet the Boy my Brother, 
Whoſe young ambition with aſpiring wings 
Dares ev'n to mate my greatneſs. 
Mem. Fame, that ſpekkkakkas 
 Minutely every circumſtance of Princes, WP 
Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of power, 
Which ev'n in ſpight of Nature he affects: 
Impatient of command, and hardly daigning 
To be controllꝰd by his imperious Mother. 
*Tis ſaid too (as no means were left untry d, 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
With a ſuperior right of birth and merit ) 
That books, and the politer arts, (which thoſe 
Who know admire) have been his care; already 
He mingles in their Councils, and they truſt 
His yquth with ſecrets of im portant villa. 
The crowd, taught by bis creatures to admixe him, 
Stile him a God in wiſſon 
Artax, De that his glory; %% MR EOIOTNGT, 
OR B 2 | Let 
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Let him with Pedants hunt for praiſe in books, 

Pore out his life amongſt the lazy Gown-men , 

Grow old and vainly proud in fancy d knowledge, 

Unequal to the task of vaſt Ambition. 

Ambition! The deſire of active ſouls, 

That puſhes em beyond the bounds of Nature, 

And elevates the Hero to the Gods. 7 

But ſee ! my love, your beauteous Daughter comes, 

And ev'n Ambition ſickens at her ſight. | 
Enter Ameſtris attended. 

Revenge, and fierce deſires of glory ceaſe 

To urge my paſſions, maſter'd by her eyes; 

And oniy gentle ſires now warm my breaſt. 

Ameſt. I come, my Father to attend your order. 

| | | [To Mem. 
Atm. Tis well; and I would have thee ſtill be near 
The malice of the Faction which I hate , (me: 
Would vent it ſelf even on thy innocence, 
Wert thou not ſafe under a Father's care. 
Art. Oh ſay a Lover's too; nor can you have F 
An intereſt in her ſafety more than mine. 
Love gives a right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; 
Or Love is Nature, in the nobleſt meaning, 
The cauſe and the preſerver of the World. 
Theſe arms that long to preſs thee to my boſom, 
For ever fhall defend thee. 

Mem. Therefore, my Son, 
Unto your care I leave our common charge; f, 
Tigranes with our Friends expects my orders; 

Thoſe when Lhave diſpatcht, upon the inſtant pO 
I will return, and meet at your apartment. [Ex Mem. 

Art. Come to my arms, and let me hide thee there 

From all thoſe fears that vex thy beating heart; 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe fancy'd dangers, 
That haunt thy apprehenſion. 
Ame. Can you blame me? | 
If from retirement drawn and pleaſing ſolitude, | 
I fear to tempt this ſtormy ſea the World, 


Whoſe 


e beach is ſtrew'd with wrecks of wret- 

ches, | 

Thatdaily periſh in it. Curſt Ambition! 

Why doſt thou come to trouble my repoſe, 

Who haveeven from my infancy diſclaim'd thee ? 
Art. Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let no 

thought, 9 

But what brings peace and joy approach thy breaſt. 

Let me impart my manly fires to thee, 

To warm thy fancy to a taſte of glery; _ 

Imperial power and purple Greatneſs wait thee, 

And ſue for thy acceptance; by the Sun, 

And by Arſaces head, I will not mount 

The Throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 

Ameſ. Vain ſhews of happineſs!Deceitful pageantry! 


Ah! Prince, hadft thou but known thejoys which 


dwell [Royalty. 


With humbler fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe thy 


Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure village, 
Where only bleſt with life's neceſlities , 
We might have paſs'd in peace our happy days, 


Free from the cares which Crowns & Empires bring; 


There no Step-mother , no ambitious Brother, 

No wicked Statesman would with impious arts, 
Have ſtrove to wreft from us our ſmall inheritance , 
Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds to noifie faction; 


Our nights had all been bleſt with balmy ſlumbers, 


And all our waking houts been crown'd with love. 
Art, Exquiſite Charmer! now by Oroſmades 

I ſwear, thy each ſoft accent melts my ſoul : 

The joy of conqueſt, and immortal triumph, 

Honour and greatneſs , all that fires the Hero 

To high exploits, andeverlaſting fame , 

Grows vile in ſight of thee. My haughty ſoul, 

By Nature fierce, and panting after glory, 

Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 

Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſiris. 


Ameſ. No, Son of * Ar ſaces, though my Soul 
N 3 . 


Share 


. 


4 
1 


\ Bo : 
» 
— 
4 
= iy 
FP 


22 THE AMBITIOUS 


Shares in my Sexes weakneſs , and would fly 
From noiſe and faction, & from fatal greatneſs ; 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my heart, 
Noor will I bluſh to own the ſacred flame, 
hy ſighs and vows have kindled in my breaſt ) 
For thy lov'd ſake, ſpight of my boding fears, 
I'll meet the danger which ambition brings, 
And tread one path with thee : Nor fhalt thou loſe 
_ Theglorions portion which thy Fate deſigns thee, 
For thy Ameſtris fears, | | 
Art. Give me thoſe fears; 
For all things will be well. 
UAmeſ. Grant it, ye Powers: 
This day before your Altars will I kneel, 
Where all my vows ſhall for my Prince be offer'd ; 
Still let ſucceſs attend him, let Mankind 
Adore in him your viſible Divinity; 
Nor will L importune you for myſelf, 
But ſum up all I ask in Artaxerxes. , 
Ari. And doubt not but the Gods will kindly hear 
Their virgin Votary , and grant her pray'r; 
Our glorious Sun, the ſource oflight and heat, 
Whole influence chears the World he did create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian skies, 
And own the kindred beauties of thy eyes; 
Thy eyes which, cauld his own fair beams decay, 
Might ſuine for him,, and bleſs the World with day. 


[Exeunt. 
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"ACTI SCENKT IL 
SCENE, An Apartment of the Palace. 
Enter Memnon and Magas. 


MEM NON. 


Hoſe who are wiſe in Courts, my holy Sir, 
Make friendſhips with the Miniſters of State, 
Nor ſeek the ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Leſt there ſhould be contagion in misfortunes , 
And make the alliance fatal. 
Mag. Friends like Memnon 5 
Are worth being ſought in danger; ſince this Age 
Of moſt flagitious note, degenerates Bo 
From the fam'd vertue of our Anceſtors, 
And leaves but few examples of their excellence, 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for friendſhips but thoſe few, 
Thoſe happy few , within whoſe breaſts alone, 
The footſteps of loſt Virtue yet remain? 
Mem. I prithee peace! for nothing misbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like flat- 
tery ; | 


Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of baſe difſembling , 
And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt fools : oy 


Beſides , it ſtains the honour of thy function, 


Which, like the Gods thou ſerv'ſ , ſhould be lincere. 


Mag. By that ſincerity , by all the ſervice 


; My friend ip can expre 8 7 | would approve it . 
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_ Andtho'I went not from Perſepolis IE 
K Sompanion of your exile, yet my heart 8 
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Was with you ſtill ; and what I could I did, 
Beſeeching every God for your return; 
Nor were thoſe vows in vain, ſince once again 
*Tis given me to behold my Friend, nay more, 
Would you agree , to keep you here for ever. 


Mem. The Gods, tis true, are juſt, and have, 


I hope, | 
At length decreed an end of my misfortunes, 
At leaſt they give me this, to dye with honour, 
When life grows vile or burthenſome. 
Mag. By me they offer all that you can ask, 
And point an eaſie way to happineſs. 
Spare then the wounds our wretched Country fears , 
The thouſand ills which civil diſcord brings. 
Oh ſtill that noiſe of War, whoſe dread alarms 
Frightens repoſe from country villages , 
And ftirs rude tumult up and wild diſtraction 
In all our peaceful Cities. 
Mem. Witneſs for me, 

Yeawful Gods, who view our inmoſt thoughts 
] took not Arms, till urg'd by ſelf-defence, 
The eldeſt law of Nature. 72 
Impute not then thoſe ills which may inſue 
To me, but thoſe who with inceſſant hate 
Purſue my life; whoſe malice ſpreads the flame 
To every part, that my devoted fabrick 
May in the univerſal ruin burn. 

Mag. _ yet even there perhaps you judge too 

ralnly; 

Impetuous Nakhon hurries you ſo faſt, 
You cannot mark th' advantage of your fortune. 
 _ Mem. Has not the Law been urg'd to ſet a brand 
Of foul dishonour on my hoary head ? 
Ha! am I not proſcrib'd ? 

Mag. Forget that thought, — 
That jarring grates your Soul, and turns the har- 

1 ah 
Of bleſſed peace to curſt infernal diſcord, n 
1 | | ate 
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Hate and its fatal cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, 
And Memnon's name be honour'd as of old, 
The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsfui Warrior, 
The fortunate defender of his Country. 
Mem. Tis true, (nor vill it ſeem a boaſt to own) 
I have fought well for Perſia, and repay'd : 
The benefit of birth with honeſt ſervice ; 
Full fifty years harneſt in rugged ſteel, 
_ Thaveendur'd thebiting winters blaſt, 
And the ſeverer heats of parching ſummer ; 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy couches, 
| Amidſt a crew of Harlots and ſoft Eunuchs , 
1 Were at my colt ſecure in luxury. 
This is a juſtice Mirza's ſelf muſt do me. 
Mag. Even he, tho“ fatal accidents have ſet 
f A moſt unhappy bar between your friendſhip , 
F- Lamenting that there had been cauſe of enmity, 
And owning all the merit of your virtues, 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd you friends, 
Mem, Our God the Sun ſhall ſooner change his 
-- . CQuies : _ 
And all the im poſſibilities, which Poets 
Count to extravagance of looſe deſcription, 
Shall ſooner be. | 
Mag. Vet hear me, noble Memnon 
When by the duty of my Prieſthood mov'd, 
And in juſt deteſtation of the miſchiefs 
Inteſtine jars produce, Iurg'd wiſe Mirza, 

By his concurrence, help, and healing counſels; 
To ſtop thoſe wounds at which his Country bleeds; 
Griev'd at the thought, he vow'd, his whole en- 
| deavour | | 

« - Should be to cloſe thoſe breaches: | 
That even Cleander's death, and all thoſe quarrels 
That long have nouriſh'd hatred in your houſes, 
Should be in joy of publick peace forgotten. 
Adem. Oh couldſt thou charm the malice ofa States- 


man , | 
3 5 And 
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And make him quit his purpoſe of revenge , 
Thy preaching might reform the guilty World, 
And Vice would beno more. 

Mag. Nay, even the Queen 

Will bind the confirmation by her Son, 

And ask the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban. 

Mem. Were that the only terms, it were impoſſible, 

Hag. You would not ſhun the alliance of a Prince? 

Aecem. No, for it is the glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is de ſign'd my Son, 
With every grace and Royal vertue crown'd; 
Great, juſt and merciful, ſuch as Mankind, 
[ When, in the infant World, firſt Governments 
Began by choice) would have defign'd a King. 

Mag. Unbounded power, and height of greatneſe, 

ive | 

To Kings that luſtre, which we think divine; 
The wiſe who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay , ſometimes weak ones too; the crowd indeed, 
Who kneel before the image, not the God, 
Worſhip the Deity their hands have made. 
The name of Artaban will be as great 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſſeſs 
(As ſure he ſhallJ his Throne. 

Mem. Ha! What means he! 
This villain Prieſt! but hold my rage a little, 
And learn diflimulation ; I'll try him farther. [ Aſide. 
You talk in riddles, when you name a throne, 
And Artaban; the Gods, who portion out 
The lots of Princes as of private Men, 
Have put a bar between his hopes and Empire. 

Mag. What bar? Ny 

Aem. The beſt, an elder Brother's claim. 

Mag. That's eaſily remov'd , the King their Father 
On juſt and weighty reaſons has decreed - 
His Scepter to the younger; add to this, 

The joint concurrence of our Perſian Lords, 
Who only want your voice to make it firm. 
| g Mem, 
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Mem. Can 1? Can they? Can any honeſt hand, 
Join in an act like this? Is not the elder 
By Nature pointed out for preference? 
Is not his right inroll'd amongſt thoſe laws (order? 
Which keep the World's vaſt framę in beauteous 
Ask thoſe thou nameſt but now, what made them 
Lords? . 
What titles had they had, if merit only 
Could have conferr'd a right? if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſe deſerving firſt, 
And ſtampt the noble mark of Elderſhip 
Upon their baſer mettal ? 5. 
Mag. Sure there may be 
Reaſons, of ſo much power and cogent force, 
As may even ſet aſide this right of birth; 
If Sons have rights, yet Fathers have em too. 


*Twere an invidioustask to enter into 


The inſolence, and other faults which mov'd 

Royal Arſaces to a juſt diſpleaſure 

Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes. | 
Mem. Ha! dare not for thy life, I charge thee dare 

not | | 

To brand the ſpotleſs virtue of my Prince 

With falſehoods of moſt baſe & damn'd contrivance. 

I tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt Gods 

Require ſevere account of thy paſt life, 

And charge remembrance to diſpoſe thy crimes 

In rank and hideous order to thy view , 

Horror and guilt of ſoul would make thee mad. 

Mag. You take the matter farther than I meant ĩt: 
My Friendſhip only aims at your advantage , | 
Would point you out a way to peace and honour, 
And in return of this, your rage unkindly 
Loads me with injuries. 83 5 

Mem. Away! I cannot bear thy baſe diſſembling ; 


My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy friendſhip, 


How haſt thou dar'd to think ſo vilely of me; 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean arts, 1 
FR I i | ang 
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And traffick with thee fora Prince's ruin ; 
A Prince! the joy and honour of Mankind. . 
As much ſuperior to the reſt of Kings, 
As they themſelves are above common Men, 
And is the very Image of the Gods. | 
Wert thou not privileg d, uke Age and Women, 
My ſword ſhould reach thee, & revenge the wrong 
Thy tongue has done his fame, 
Mag. Ungrateful Lord! 
Would'ſt thou invade my life, as a return 
For proffer'a love? But let th event declare 
How great a good, by me ſincerely offer'd, 
Thy dull romantick Honour has refus'd. 
And fince[ have diſcharg'd the debt I ow'd 
To former friendſhip, it the Gods hereafter 
Send ruin down, and plague thee with confuſion , 
Remember me in vain , and curſe thy folly 
1 | [Ex. Mag. 
Mem. No,, my remembrance treaſures honett 
__ thoughts. . N 
And holds not things like thee; I ſcorn thy friendſhip; 
And would not owe my life to ſuch a Villain; 85 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to prophecy. 
Were all thy tribe like thee, it might well ſtartle 
Our lay unlearned Faith, when thro' ſuch hands 
The knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. 
But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all 
(Who like intruders thruſt into their ſervice, 
And turn the holy office to a trade) 
Participate their ſacred influence ; 
This then is your own cauſe, ye awful Powers, 
Revenge your ſelves, your violated Altars, 
That thoſe who with unhallow'd hands approach. 


* 


| May tremble at your juſtice, Ex. Memnon, 
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5 
SCENE II. The Palace. 


Exter the Queen, Artaban , Mirza, Ma- 
gas, and Attendants. 


Ark Tana 


Y Brother then is come! 
Mirz, My Lord, I ſaw him, 
With him old haughty Memnon; as they paſt, 
With fierce diſdain they view'd the gazing crowd, 
And with dumb pride ſeem'd to negle that worſhip, 
Which yet they wiſh'd to find: this way they move, 
*Tis ſaid to ask an audience of the King. 
Qs. Mirza, tis well, thank thy timely care; 
Here will we face this ſtorm of inſolence, 
Nor fear the noiſie Thunder; let it row], 
Then burſt, and ſpend at once its idle rage. 
Artab. Why meet we thus like wrangling Ad vo- 
cates, | 
To urge the juſtice of our cauſe with words ? 
1 hate this parle, tis tame; if we muſt meet 


Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our rights of merit and of elderſhip, 
And prove like Men our title. 


Mirz. Twere unſafe; _ 
They come ſurrounded by a crowd of Friends: 
To ſtrike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh. 
Fate waits for em elſewhere with certain ruin; 
From Mirza's hand expect it. | 
Qu. Beitſo: 
Autpicious Sage, Itruſl thee with my fortune, 
My hopes of greatneſs ; do thou guide 'em all, 
Far me and for thy ſelf. My Son give way, 1 
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Nor let thy haſty youth diſturb with autrage 
The preſent neceſſary face of Peace; 

Occaſions great and glorious will remain , 
Worthy thy Arms and courage. 

Anrtab. I obey , 
And willingly refi ign th' unmanly task; 
Words are indeed your province. 

Mirx. My Royal Miſtreſs, 
-Prepare to meet with more than brutal 1 
From the fierce Prince and Memnon. 

4 Well I know 

The inſolence and native pride of each: 
With ſcurril taunts and blackeſt infamy 
They load my name: But let the Wretches raif; 
A Woman's vengeance waits em. 

 Airz. They are here. 

Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 


Artax. Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal 


Fabrick , 
And thou, O Oroſmades, the Protector 
Of the great Perſian Race, ere yet my Father, 
Royal Arſaces, mingle with your Godheads, 
Grant me once more to lay before his feet 
His eldeſt born, his once lov'd Artaxerxes, 
To offer my obedience to his A ge; 
All that a Son can owe to ſuch a Father. 
You, who with haggard eyes ſtare wildly on me, 
If (as by yourattendance here youſeem ) 
You ſerve the King my Father, lead me to him. 
Qs. on doit thou wonder that Mankind ſhould 

. W 
When Parricides and Rebels „in deſpight 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and reverend age, 

With impious force, and ruffian violence, 
Would rob a King and Father of his life; 
Cut off his fhort remains---- 
Arxrtax. Ha! ſayſt thou, Woman; 

I prethee peace, and urge not a reply, 


8 Ee: 
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I would not hold acquaintance with thyinfampy. 
Qs. Yerightcous Powers, whoſe Juſtice awesthe 
| World , | 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when crimes like thefe 
Stalk in the open air. 
eArtax. Thy Prieſt inftructs thee, 
Elſe fure thou hadſt not dar'd to tempt the Gods, 
And trifle with their juſtice: Canſt thou name it 
And look on me? on me, whom thy curſt arts 
Have ſtrove to bar from native right to Empire; 
Made mea ſtranger to a Father's love, 
And broke the bands of Nature, Which onccheld me 
The neareſt to his heart. 
Qu. Had he not reaſon? 
When thou with rebel inſolence didſt dare 
To own and to protect that hoary Rufftan, 
[Pointing to Mem, 
And in defpight even of thy Father's juſtice, 
To ſtir the factious rabble up to arms 
For him; and make a Murderer's canfe thy own. _ 
Mem. I had another name (nor fhould# thou 
move me 
Inſulting Queen, to words, did not remembrance 
With horror ſting my ſou] for Tirib 
Thy murder'd Lord, when by my ata] orders, 
And by his own high courage (Fon d he fel, 
To make thy way to guilty greatneſs exſie, 
I thought him then a Traytor (for thy arts | 
Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) 
Too big for publick Juſtice; and on that pretence 
Conſented to the ſnare, that catcht his lite; 
Somy obedient honeſty was made 
The Pander to thy luſt and black ambition. 
Except the guilt of that accurſed day, 
In all my iron years of wars and danger, 
From hloom wn. ty down to decaying age, 
My Fame ne'er knew a ſtain of font dishonour; 
And if chat make me guilty , think what thou 15 . 
As 


8 % 


N 
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The cauſe and the contriver of that miſchief, 


N * pra with his memory. Think on Cleander, 
n 


ru 


Qs. What nameſt thou Tiribaſus, be his guilt 


let the Furies that enquire for blood, 
Stirhorrorup, andbittereſt remorſe, 
To gnaw thy anxious ſoul. Oh great Cleazder ! 
Unworthy was thy fate, thou firſt of Warriors, 
To fall beneath a baſe aſſaſlin's ſtab , 
Whom all the thirſty inſtruments of death 


Had in the field of battle ſought in vain. 


Aem. In fight of Heaven, & of the equal Gods, 
I will avow that my revenge was juſt; 
My injur'd Honour could not ask forleſs: 


Since he refus'd to do a Soldiei's juſtice , 


I us'd him as I ought. 
Qu. Amazing boldneſs ! 


And dar'ſt thou call that act a Soldier's juſtice ? 


Didft thou not meet him with difſembled friendſhip , 


Hiding the rancour of thy heart in ſmiles? 
Whenhe ( whoſe open unſuſpecting nature 
Thought thee, a Soldier, honeſt as himſelf) 


Came to the banquet as ſecure of peace, 

By mutual vows renew'd; and in the revel 

Of that luxurious day, forgetting hate 

And every cauſe of ancient animoſity , 

Devoted all his thoughts to mirth and Friendſhip ; 
Then Memnon (at an hour when few are villains, 
The ſprightly juice infuſing gepper thoughts, 


And kindling love ev'n in the coldeſt breaſts, ) 


Unequal to him in the face of war, 

Stole on Cleander with a coward's malice , 
And ſtruck him to the heart. 

_ Mem, By the ſtern Gd, | 

By Adars, the Patron of my honour'd wars, 


\*Tis baſely falſe. In lis own drunken braw] 
The Boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh tongue, 


Nor thought him worth my ſword, till (his cold 


_ temper 8 
Warm d 


i 
P 


. 


Have ſunk thy Father more * all Biden. 5 ; 


— . 
— M7 


Warm'd with the wine) hedar'd me to the combat - 


Then pleas'd to meet him in that fic of yalour, 


I took him at his word, and ( with my ſword 


Drawn agaivſt his in equal oppolition ) 


I kild him while it laſted. 
Artax, Ceaſe we, my Friend, 


This Womens war ofrailing ; kev they talk, , 


Men ſhould be ſtill, and let noiſe tire it ſelf, 

I came to find a Father, tho' my fears 

Suggeſt the worſt of evils to my thoughts , 

And make me dread to hear Arſaces fate. 

Lead, Memnon, to the preſence. | 
Qu. Prince, you paſs not; 

Guards keep the door; the King your Father lives. —— 
Artax. Ha! ---1f he lives, why lives he not to me? 

Why am 1 thus ſhut ont and baniſhr from him? 

Why are my veins rich with his Royal blood? 


Why did he give me life, if not to ſerve him : 2 


Forbid me not to wait upon his bed, 


25 watch his ſickly ſlumbers, that my 3 


May with its ſervice glad his drooping age , 
his cold hand may bleſs me ere he dye. 
$2 be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown, 


But let me keep my right to filial piety. 


2. Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious name of d dur 
To hide deform'd rebellion ; haſt thou not 
With thy falſe arts poyſon'd. his People 'sloyalty ? 


What meant thy * progreſs thro the 20 = 


Ire ? 

Thy vaſt profuſion to the factious Nobles, 3 

Whoſe intereſt ſways the croud, & ſtirs up mutiny? wy 
Why did thy haughty , fierce , disdainful Soul 

Stoop to the meaneſt arts which catch the vulgar? 221 

erd with 'em, fawn upon em, and . em, 


Appeal to them to them relate thy wron 


And make them Judges of thy Father's ju ice? : I 4 * 
Thy cruel and unnatural luſt of power 
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And made him wither in a green old age. friends 
Artax. Falſe all as Hell: Nor had I arm'd my 
But to defend that right - 
u. Doſt thou not come, : 
Impatient of delay , to haſten Fate! ? 
To bring that death, the lingering diſeaſe 
Would only for a day or twodefer? 
Artax. Fhear thee, and diſdain thy little malice, 


That dares to ſtain my Virtue with a crime 4 
It views with moſt abhorrence; but reproach 4 
. Is loſt on thee, ſince modefly , with all | — 
The vertues that adorn thy Sex, is fled, 1 


Qz. Audacious Rebel! | | | 

Irtax. Infamous adultreſs! . 4 

Stain of my Father's bed, and of his Throne! : 

Artab. Villain! * thou hy 't: oh Madam give me 
way, 

To the Queen, who bolds hives , Sawing his Sword. 
Whatever bars my fury calls me baſe , 
Unworthy'ofthe honour of your Son. 

Qu. Hold Artaban! My honout ſuffers not F 
From his le wd breath, nor ſhall thy Sword prophane, * 
With brawls ör blood, the reverence of this place, } 
To peace andſacred majeſty devoted. — = 

Artax. Ha! Who art thou? [To Artab, F 

Axrtab. T he Son of great Arbe 

arias. No?” tis falſe! thy forgitis Mother damn d 

2. Nobefeine, og 
Seek for thy Father in that plotting fellow; ; [frown, 
The Hero's race diſclaims thee;' Why doſt thou 
Andkiltthy boyiſh brow? Doſtthou dare ought - 
Worthy the rank of the Divine Heſacides? s 
It ſo, come forth, break from that Womans arms, 
And meet me with thy good ſword like a May. 
| Artab:Yes! Artaxerxes Fo es thou ſhalt be Met 1 
The mighty Gods have held us in the balance, 

And one of us is doom'd to fink for ever,” 
Nor can Lbear a long delay of Fate, 


But 
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Bat wiſh the great deciſion were even now. 
Proud and ambitious Prince, I dare like thee, 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
Immortal thirſt of empire fires my ſoul, 
My ſoul, which of ſuperior power impatient, 
Diſdains thy elderſhip ; therefore in arme 
(Which give the nobleſt right to Kings) I will x 
Jo death d:ſpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus. 
Arrax. Do this, & thou art worthy of my anger, 
O energy divine of great Ambition, : 
That can inform the ſouls of beardleſs Boys, 
And ripen *em to Men in ſpight of Nature! 
I tell thee, Boy, that Empire isa cauſe, 
For which the Gods might wage immortal war. 
Then let thy ſoul exert her utmoſt vertue , 
And think at leaſt thou art Arſaces Son, 
That the idea of thy fancy'd Father 
May raiſe and animate thy lefler genius, 
And make thee fit to meet my arm in battel. 
Artab. Oh doubt not but my ſoul is charm'd with 
greatneſs F 
So much, it rivais even the joy of knowledge, 
And facred wiſdom. What makes Gads Divine 
But power and ſcience infinite? 
Hear only this; our Father, preſt by ge, 
And a long train of evils which that brings, 
Languithes in the laſt extremes oflife: Inour, 
Since thou would'ſt blot my birth with baſe dishg- - 
Be this my proof of filialpietyz; 4 
_ While yet he lives ceaſe we our enmity, 
Nor let the hideous noiſe of war diſturb 
His parting V 
Artax. l take hee at thy word: * 
Let his remains of life be peace betwixt us, 
And after that, let all our time be ar. 
Remember when we meet, fince one muſt fall, 
Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvivesto Empire, 
Ex. ſeverally , Queen & FO Artax. Mem, cum ſuis. 
BEET > 2 Ma- 
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| Manent Mirza and Magas. 


Mirz. Moſt fortunate event! which gives us more 

Than even our wiſhes could have askt. This Truce 
Gives lucky opportunity for thinking; 
'Twilllull theſe thoughtleſs Heroes to ſecurity. 

Mag. Th approaching Feſtival will more confirm it: 
Ofallthoſe ſacred times which heretofore 
Religion has diſtinguiſht from the reſt, | 
*Andto the ſervice of the Gods devoted, a 


This has been ſtill moſt venerable held. 4 
Among the vulgar, toil and labour ceaſes; F 
With chaplets crown'd , they dance to the ſhrill 2 

pipe, ü * 


And in their ſon 8 a thoſe milder Deities, 
That ſoften anxious life with peace and pleaſure; 
Slaves are enfranchis'd , and inveterate foes 
Forget, or attheleaſt ſuſpend their hate, 

And meet like Friends. Petnicious diſcord ſeems 
Out rooted from our more than iron age: 

The Gods are worſhipt with unuſualreverence, 
Since none; not ev'n our Kings , approach their © 

Tem ples, ; 
With any mark of wars deſtructive rage, 
But ſacrifice unarm'd. 
Mirx. A lucky thought 

Is in my mind at once compleatly form'd, 
Like Grecian Pallas in the head of Fove. ö 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the holy rites, 
To- morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 

Orchanes with a party of the Guards, 

Who in my Palace ſhall this night be plac'd, 

May at that private door which opens into 

The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize em all. 
The heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs crowd | 
With eaſe may be diſperſt. 

. Mag. What you rings | 1 
8 ooh Wears 
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Wears a ſucceſsful face, were it as innocent: 
An act of ſuch outrageous prophanation, 
May ſhock the thoughts even of our cloſeſt Friends, 
And make em ſtart from an abhorr'd alliance, 
That draws the vengeance of the Gods upon em. 
Mir. Art thou the firſt to ſtart a doubt like that? 
Art thou? who doſt inſpire their Oracles, 
And teach em to deceive the eaſie crowd 
In doubtful phraſe, afraid of thy own Gods? 
In every change they were on thy fide ſtill, 
And ſure they will not leave thee now for trifles. 
The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our cauſe, 
Atleaſt not be our Foes; nor will they leave 
Their happy ſeats, where free from care and pain, 
Bleſt in themſelves alone, of Man regardleſs, 1 
They loll ſerene in everlaſting eaſe, | 
To mind the trivial buſineſs of our world. 
Mag. But more fear the ſuperſtitious vulgar, 
Who tho' unknowing what religion means,, 
Yet nothing moves em more than zealous rage 
For its defence, when they believe it violated. 
Mira. I was to blame to tax the Prieſt withſcruples, 
Or think his care of intereſt was his conſcience. | 


Aſide. 
My caution ſhall abrinte all thy fears; : 
We will give out that they themſelves deſign e 
To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
No matter tho' it ſeem not very probable; £ 
More monſtrous tales have oft amus'd the vulgar. 
Mag. 1 yield to your direction, and to ſtren gen 
The enterprize, will ſecretly difpoſe 
A party of my own within the Tem "wo 5 
To join with yours. 4 BS 
"Mirz. It joys my heart to think "IR 
That I ſhall glut my vengeance on this Mempin L 
That [ ſhall ſee him ftrive in vain, and curſe 
The happy fraud that caught him. Like a Lyon, 
as 5 had reign'd the terror ofthe woods, 
C3 And 
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And dar'd the boldeſt Humiſmento the combat: 
Till catcht at length within ſome hidden jnare, 
With foaming jaws he bites the toils that hold him, 81 
And roars and rows his fiery eyes in vain; - 
While -_ ſurrounding Swains at pleaſure woulT 
| im , | 8 1 OAT 5: 3 
And make his death their front... _ 51 
Thus wit ſtillgets the maſtery o er courage. 
Long time unmatch'd in war the Hero ſhon, 
And mighty fame in fields of battle won; | 
Till one fine project of the Statesman's brain I. 
Bereaves him of the ſpoils his arms did gain, 5 
And renders all his boaſted proweſs vain. Exeunt. 7 


ACT nm. SCENE I. 


SCENE, 4 Garden belonging to Mi rza's 


Palace. 


Cleone is diſcover'd Wind on a tank of 
Z Flowers, Beli 14 en 
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SONG, by B. stete, 84. 


PON & ſhady ban report, 
i Philanthe, amorous, Wy and for s 
Sight g o the groves, diſelos | 

© The feory of her care, | 
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Ihe vocal Groves give ſome relief, 8 
While they her notes return, 


The waters murmur 6'er her grief, 
- "O08 Eccho ſtems to mourn. 


A Swain this heard the Ny mph ann, , 
In pity of the Fair, 

This 425 ferove to cure her pain, - 
"And 4. her mid of care, 


*Tis juſt that Lis Gould give you 7767 15 
From Love your rorinents came ' 
Take that: warm tordlial to your bref, , 
And meet a kinder flame. 1 
How wretched muſt the Woman prove, 
. Beware, fiir Nymph , beware Sn 
IVhoſe folly ſeorns eee love. 
. MAS courts her oꝛon deſpair. | 


Cw. Oh Love! Thou bane of an unneppy Maid 


Still art thou buſte at my panting gheart? £ 


Still doſt thou melt my foul with thy ſoft images, 3 
And make my ruin pleaſing ? Fondly Itry, he 
By gales of ſighs and floods of fireaming tears, 
To vent my ſorrows, and aſſwa ge my en, 
Still freſh ſupplies renew th N ſtores. 
Lovereigns my Tyrant; to him ſelf a lone 
He vindicates the empire of my . 
And baniſhes allthoughts of joy for ever. * 0 W 
Bil. Why are you Rilfthus cractth your ſelf? 
White: you feed andecheriſhthe dtfedſe, 8 
That pfeys on your dear life? H I can jouiop ” 


To find a cure for Love iñ ſolitu 


Why rather chaſe you Horte nale e 


To loſe 8 ' 0f this'wret 


tcheck Þ; 
ChD Ns! Belize, thu haſtne on 


C 4 Like 
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Like that avenging guilt that hauntsthe impious ; ; 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; | 


In Courts and Temples it purſues us Ril 4 wa | i 
And in the loudeſt clamours will be heard : _ | = 
It grows a part of us, lives in our blood, i 7 


And every beating pulſe proclaims its force. 
| The Mink not then that I can ſhun my ſelf; 
Ja#rave can only hide me from my ſorrows, _ 
Bel. Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your griefs; 
Companions in inisfortunes make em leſs; 
And could ſuffer much to make you eaſie. 
Cleo. Sit by me, gentle Maid, and while 1 tel 

A wretched tale of unreguarded love, 

If chou, in kind compaſſion of my woes, 

Shalt ſigh or ſhed a tear for my mis-hapj, 

My grateful eyes ſhall pay it back with intereſt. 

Help me to rail at my too eaſie heart, | 
That raſhly entertain'd this fatal gueſt : 3 
And you, my eyes! why were you mt impatient 
Oft any other ſight but Artaxerxes? | 

Why did you make my Woman's heart acquainted N 

With all the thouſand graces and perfections, q 

That dreſs the lovely Hero up for conqueſt? -, 
Bel. Had you oppos'd this paſſion in its infancy, 
'Ere time had given it ſtrength , it might have dy d. 
Cleo. That wasthe fatal error that undid me ;; 

My virgin thoughts, andun 1experienc'di innocence 
Found not the danger till it was too late. 
And tho', when firſt I ſaw the charming Prince, bas 
I felt a pleaſing motion at my heart, 

Short breathing ſighs heav d in my panting bras6; * 
The mounting blood fluſht in my glowing face, 5 
And dy d my cheeks with more than uſual 19 6 © : 

1thought.him ſure the wonder of his kind, | 

And wiſht my fate hid given me ſuch a Brother, Da 

Vet kne w notthatl lov'd; but thought that . ET 
Like ms beheld and ble | hi 115 for his excellence. Ph 

Bel. Sure never 5 2 — Kurt be fore Wink 70 3 
th 33 
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Withf uch a wretched paſſion ; all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe your happineſs; tis ſaid, 
This day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Ameſtris, 
Cleo. No, my Beliza, I have never known 
The pleaſing thoughts of hope: certain deſpair 
Was born at once, and with my love encreas'd. 
Bel. Think you the Prince has e'er percely 'd your 
thoughts? | 
Cleo. Forbidit all ye chaſter Powers, that favour 
The modeſty and innocence of Maids! | 
No, till my death, no other breaſt but thine. 
Shall e'er participate the fatal ſecret. 
O could I think that he had ever known 
My hidden flame, ſhame and confuſion 
Would force my virgin ſoul to leave her manſion b, 
And certain death enſue. | 
Thou nameſt the fair <Ameſtris > did thou not ? 
Bel. Madam, I did. 
Cleo. | envy not her happineſs; 
Tho ſure few of our Sex are bleſt like her 
In ſuch a Godlike Lord. 
Would I had been a Man! 
With honour then 1 might have ſought his friend hip. 
Perhaps from long experience of my faith, 
He might have lov'd me better than the reſt. 
Amidſt the dangers ofthe horrid war, 
Still had Lbeen the neareſt to his fide ; 
In Courts and Triumphsftillhad ſhar'd his} Joys. 
Or when the ſportful chace had call'd us forth, 


Together had we cheer'd our foaming ſteeds, 


Together preſt the ſavage oer the plain, 

And when. ober. labour'd with the pleaſing toil, 
dtretcht on the verdant ſoil had ſlept together. 
But whither does my roving fancy wander; 
Theſe are the ſick dreams ot fantaſtick love. 

So in a calenture the Sea-man fancies 21 
Green fields and flow'ry meadows on the ocean, 


9 5 leaping in, the wretch is loſt for ever. 
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Bel. Try but the common remedies of love, 
And let a ſecond flame expel the firft. 

Cleo. Impoſſible; as well thou may'ſt i imagine, 
When thou com plain'ſt of heat at ſcorching noon, 
Another Sun ſnall riſe to ſhine more kindly. 

Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
So fond of the deluſion that has charm'd me, 
1 hate the officious hand that offers cure. 

Bel. Madam, Prince Artaban. 

Cleo. My cruel Stars 
Do you then envy me my very folitude? 2 
But death, the wretches only remedy, 

Shall hide me from your hated light for ever. 
Enter Artabafl. 

Art. Ah! lovely Mourner! ſtill, fl] wik thou bla 

My eager love with unauſpicious tears? 
When at thy feet Ikneel, and ſue for pity , 
Or juſtly of thy cold regards complain, 

Still wilt thou only anſwer me with ſighs? 

Cleo. Alas! my Lord , what anſwer can ; pres * 
If ſtill I entertain you with my grief, | 
Pity the temper ofa wretched Maid , 

By nature ſad, and born the child of forrow 2 

In vain you: ask ſor happineſs from 1 me, A 
Who want it formy elf 

Art. Can blooming youth, 91.14) 
And virgin innocence; that knows notguitt, 
Know any cauſe for grief? 

Cleo. Dobutſurvey:. e509 
The miſerable ſtate othuman kind, ELL 
Where wretches are the general entreaſe, 


And tell me ifthere be not cauſe fongrief. 


Artab. Such thoughts as theſe, my, 1 
Inhabit wrinkled cheeks; and hollow eyes, 
The marks which yeats ſet on the wither'd Sage 1 

The gentle Goddeſs Nature wiſely has 
Allotted other cares for youth and beauty. 
The God of Love r Wind dich 


'To 
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To light it at thy eyes, but ſtill in vain, 
For ere the flame can catch tis drown'd in tears. 
Cleo. Oh! name not love, the worſt of all mis- 
fortunes,------ „„ | ; 
The common ruin of my eaſie ſex; _ 
Which | have ſworn for ever toavoid, 
In memory of ail thoſe hapleſs Maids, _. 
That love has plung'd in unexampled woes. 
Artab. Forbear to argue, with that Angel face, 
1 Againſt the paſſion thou wer't form'd to raiſe. 
1 Alas! thy frozen heart has only known 
Love in reverſe; not taſted of its Joys, | 
The wiſhes, ſoft defires, and plealing pains „ 
That centre all in moſt extatick bliſs. | 
Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that treaſure 
Of youth and charms , which lavith Nature gives; 
The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy delay; 
By her fair ſelf, aud by her Son ſhe ſwears, 
Thy beauties are devoted to her ſervice. 
Now, now ſhe ſhoots her fires into my breaſt, 
She urges my deſires, and bids me ſeize thee , 
Re [Taking her hand and hiſſing it, 
And bear thee as a victim to her altar; Rs 


13 Then offer up ten thouſand thouſand joys, 

: As an amends for all thy former coldnets, _ + 

3 Cleo. Forbear, my Lord; or | muſt ſwear to fly 
Fo0oor ever from your ſight. 2 


Artab. Why doſt thou frown , 5 
And damp the riſing joy within my breaſt? 
Art thou reſotv'd to force thy gentle nature, 
Compaſſionate to all the world beſide, * 
And only to me cruel ? Shall my vows, 9 85 
Thy Father's interceſſion all be vain? 5% 55 ls 
Cleo. Why do you urge my Father's fatal power, 
To curſe you with a ſad unlucky Bride? 
Caſt round your eyes on our gay eaſtern Courts, 
Where ſmiling Beauties, born to better fates, 
Givejoy to the beholders, 1 
135 | There 
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There bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your vows; 


And leave the poor Cleone to her ſorrows. 1 

Ariab. What Queens are thoſe, of moſt celeſtial 
form 1 FE 

Whoſe charms can drive thy image from my heart? | 


Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt mold, 


Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining train of ſtars, 
Kind as the ſofteft ſhe that ever claſpt 
Her Lover, when the bridal night was paſt; 


I ſwear | would prefer thee, O Cleone, 


With all thy ſcorn and cold indifference, 
Would chuſe to languiſh and to die for thee, 
Much rather than be bleſt, and live for them. 
Cleo. Oh Prince, it is too much; nor am Iworthy 
The honour of your paſſion, ſince tis fixt 
By certain and unalterable Fate, | 
That I can never yield you a return: 
My thoughts are all to chaſte Diana vow'd, 
And I have ſworn to die her virgin votary. 
Artab. Impoſſible ! thou canſt not give away 
Mine and thy Father's right, even to the Gods; 
Diana will difown the unjuſt donation, | 
Nor favourſuch an injury to love. 
To every power divine will appeal, 
Nor ſhall thy beauty bribe em to be partial: 


Their altars now expect us; Come, fair Saint; 


And if thou wilt abide their righteous doom , 
Theirjuſtice muſt decree my happineſs, 


Reward my ſufferings, and my flame approve, 


For theythemlſelves have felt the pow'r of love. 


1 {Exennt, 
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noo e 
1 SCE N E II. The Temple of the Sun. 


6 Enter Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, and At- 
tendants. 


ART AX IE RX IS. 


Is done! tis done! oh let me find ſome way 
To tell the mighty joy that fills my breaſt, 
Lett I grow mad with height of furious bliſs. 
The holy Prieſt has ty'd the ſacred knot, 
And my Ameſiris now isallmy own. 
Oh thou ſoft charmer! thou excelling ſweetneſs! 
Why art thou not tranſported all like me ? 
I ſwear thou dolt not love thy Artaxerxes, 
It thou art calm in this exceſs of happineſs. 
Ameſt, Alas | my Lord 1 my panting heart yet 
trembles 
In vaſt ſuſpence between unruly j joys 
And chilling fears; ſomewhat methinks chere is 
That checks my ſoul, and ſays I was too bold, 
To quit the pleaſures of my virgin ſtate, 
To barter' em for cares and anxious love. "Bride, 
Artax. Theſe are the fears which wait on every 
And only ſerve for preludes to her joys; 
z Short ſighs, and all thoſe motions of thy heart, 
y q Are Nature's call, and kindle warm deſires; 
e Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the night 
Shall draw her vail ofdarkneſs o'er thy bluſnes, . 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary doubts 
Shall 15 the circle of my folding amm 
And when [ preſs thee trembling to my boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs: ( if there be room for words, 
Or ey'n for PO that all thoſe thoughts are bliſs. 


gu q } +# 4 Ameſt. 


If ſtill thou apprehend'ſt approaching danger, 


Feaſt ev'ry ſenſe with moſt luxurious pleaſure, 


If after this, death or ill fortune comes, 
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__ Yet ſurely mine are more than common 
ears; 
For oh! my Prince. when my foreboding heart 
Surveys the uncertain ſtate of human joys, 
How ſecretly the malice of our Fate 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our happineſs 43 
In full ſecurity ; Tuſtly dread, 4 
Leſt death or parting, or ſome unſeen accident. 5 75 
Much worſe, if poſſible, than each of theſe, 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſt. 
Artax. Doubt not the Gods, my Fair! whoſe 
- -righteous power 
Shall favour and prote our vertuous loves. 


Let us make haſte, andſnatchth' uncertain joy, 
While Fate is in our power. 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to love, 


Improve our minutes, make em more than yours, 
Than Ages, andev'nlivethelife of Gods: 


It cannot injure us, fince we already. \ 


Have liv'd, and been beforehand with our fate. 


cAmeſt, Oh let me eaſe at once my tender heart, 
And teil my deareſt Lord my worſt of fears. 
There is anill which more than death I dread. 
Should you, by time and long fruition ſated, 
Grow faithleſs, and forget the loſt Ameſiris; 
Forget that everlaſting truth you vow'd, 


Tho' ſure I ſhould not publickly complain 


Nor to the Gods accuſe Ar poet d Prince, 

Yet my ſoft foul would ſink beneath the weight, 

] ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very being, 

And wiſh | ne'er had been, or not been low d. 
Artax. Dolt- thous - — Wen es hoppier Stor 
mines for us, 

And with . gilds our fortune: Ti 

Poſt thou invent fantatlickforms CO | _ 
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And fright thy ſoul with things that are impoſlible 2 
Now by the potent God of Love, Iſwear 


Iwill have ample vengeance for thy doubts. 


My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay me, 


In joys too fierce for thought, for theſe ſuſpicions? 


The bands which hold our love are knit by Fate, 
Nor ſhall decay ing time or Natui2 looſe em; 
Beyond the limits of the filent grave 


Lo ve ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our beings; 


And when at once we climb yon azure skies, 
We will be ſhown to all the hleſt above, 
For the moſt conſtant pair vat e'er deſery'd 
To mingle with their ſtars. 
Ameſt. Tis true! 'tis true! 
Nor ought I to ſuſpect thee, O my Hero: | 
The Gods have form'd thee for the neareſt pattern 
Of their own excellence and perfect truth. | 
Oh let me fink upon thy gentle boſom , 
And bluſhing tell how greatly Lam bleſt. 
Forgive me, modeſfly, ifhere I vow 
That all the pleaſures of my virgin ſtate 


Were poor and trifting to the preſent rapture. 


A gentle warmthinvades my glowing breaſt, 
And while [ fondly gaze upon thy face, 
Ev'n thought is loft in exquilite delight. 


> 


Artax. Oh thou delicious perfect Angel Woman? 
Thou art too much for 0g ed to bear: 
The vernal bloom and fragrancy of ſpices 

Wafted by gentle winds, are not like the. 
From thee, as from the Cyprian Queen of love, 
Ambrofial odours flow , my every facult / 
Is charm'd by thee, aud drinks immortal pleaſure, 
Oh glor ous God of day fly ſwiftly forward, 
And to thy Siſter's rule relign the World: 


Nor halle to riſe again, but let the night 


Long bleſs me with her ſtay ; that thy return '' ,,. 
* Nor BP : ; A 
At morn may find me happieſt of my kind? 


. 
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hs Enter Memnon. 
My Father! is there an increaſe of joy? | 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more: 
Mem. Ve bleſſings of my age! whom when view, 
The memory of former woes is loſt. 
Oh Prince! Well has this glorious day repay'd 
My youth and blood ſpent in Arſaces ſervice. 
Nor, had the Gods indulg'd my vaineſt wiſhes, 
Durſt I have askt for ſuch a Son as you are. 
But I am roughly bred, in words unknowing, 
Nor can | phraſe my ſpeech in apt expreſſion , 1 
To tell how much I love and honour you. F 
Might I but live to fight one Battel for you, 1 
Tho' with my life I bought the Victory, 
Tho' my old batter'd trunk were hew'd to picces, 
And ſcatter'd o'er the field, yet ſhould I bleſs 
My fate, & think my years wound up with honour. 
Art. Doubtnot, my noble Father , butcven yer 
A large remain of glory is behind. 
When civil diſcord ſhall be reconcil'd, 
And all the noiſe of faction huſht to peace, : 
Rough Greece, alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, 7 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian name with ſoftneſs, . 
Athens and Sparta wondring ſhall behold us, 
Strict in our diſcipline, undaunted, patient 
Of wars ſtern toil, and dread our hoſtile vertue. 
Thoſe ſlubborn Commonwealths , that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious Monarchs of the Eaſt, 
Shall pay their homage to the Throne of cyrus. 
And when withJawrels-cover'd we return, 
My love ſhall meet, andſmiling bleſs our triumph, 
While at her feet I lay the ſcepters of the World. 
Mem. Oh gleridus theme! By Heav'n it fires my 
And kindles youth again in my cold veins ö 
Art. Ha! Mia and the Queen! retire my Fair: 
Ungentle hate and brawling rage ſhall not 
Diſturb the peace, to which this happy day 


— 


Is 
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Is doubly ſacred. Forward, tothe Altar. 
1 | [Exeunt Artaxerxes, Ameſtris 
Memnon and Atiendants. 
Enter at the other Door, Queen, Mirza, and 
| Alitendanis. e 
Mirx. All are diſpos'd, & Fate but waits our orders 
For a deciding blos 
Qu. Your caution was Es, 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 
Too raſhly with a ſecret of this nature. 
The Youth, tho' great of ſoul, and fond of glory, 


Vet leans to the fantaſtick rules of honour, 


Would heſitate at ſuch an act as this, 
Tho future Empire ſhould depend upon it. 
Mirx. When time ſhall add experience to that 
knowledge Eo | 
With which his early youth is richly fraught, 
He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe 
A Crown for notionary principles. 
Honour is the unthinking Soldier's boaſt, 
Whoſe dull head cannot reach thoſe finer arts, 
By which mankind is govern'd. 
Qu. And yet it gives a luſtre to the great, 
And makes the croud adore em. 
Mirz. Your Son ſhall reap 
The whole advantage, while we bear the guilt: 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finiſh'd , 
Muſt with the Prince retire; our Foes when ſeiz'd, 
Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur' d, 


Till you diſpoſe their fate. 


S. The Rites attend us, | Solemn muſick is heard. 


This day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. [day, 


Mirx. Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this 
You ſhall be paid with ages of deyction , 


And after this forever undiſturb'd, — 
Brood o'er your ſmoaking Altars. 


i _{[Excunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. 
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SCENE II. 


The Scene opening ſhews the Altar of the Sun, Magas and 

ſeveral other Prieſts attending. Solemn muſick is heard; 
then enter on one ide Memnon, Artaxerxes, Ame- 
ſtris, and Attendants; on the other ſide the Queen, 
Mirza, Artaban, Cleone, Cleanthes, and Atten- 
dants: they all bow towards the Altar, and then 
range themſelves on each ſide of the Stage, while the 
Following Hymn is perform'd in parts, and Chorus 
by the Prieſts, 


HYMN to the Sun, by W. Shippen, E/q; 


AL Light, that doubly glads our ſphere, 
L I Glory and triumph of the year! 
Hail Feſtival for ever bleſt, 5 
By the adoring raviſht Faſt! 


Hail Mithras, mighty Deity ! 
For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea , 


From thee their origin derive, 


Motion and form from thee receive. 


When Matter yet unacted lay s 


No ſooner thou infus'dſt thy ray, 


But the dull maſs its power obey'd , 
But an harmonius World was made. 


Which ſtill, when thou withdraw'ſt thy beams, 


An ungiſtingaiſh'd Chaos ſeems , 

For what are objects without ſight ? 

Or viſion when involv d in night? 
| | Night 
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Night is an univerſal grave, 
Where things but doubtful beings have, 
Till them thy beams illuminate, 
And as it were again create. 
Chorus, c. 


Hail ſource of immaterial fire , 


That neter begun can ne er expire, 
Whoſe orb, with ſlreaming glories fraught , 
Daxles the ken of human thought ! 


All the dependant Spheres above 


By thy direction ſhine and move. 


All purer beings here below _ 
From thy immediate eſſence flow, 


What is the Soul of Man but light , 
Draws down from thy tranſcendent height? 
Whats but an intellectual beam? | 
A ſpark of thy immortal flame? 


For as thou ruleſt with gladſome rays 


| The greater World , ſo this the leſs ; 


And like thy own diffuſive Soul, 
Shoots lift and vigour thro the whole, 


Since then from thee at firſt it came, 
To thee, tho clogg d, it points its flame, 
And conſcious of ſuperiour birth , 
Deſpiſes this unkivdred earth. 

Chorus, ec. 


Hail Oroſmades, pour Divine ! 
Permit us to approach thy ſhrine, 


Permit thy votaries to raiſe 


Their grateſul voices to thy praiſe. 
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Thou art the Father of our Kings , 

The flem whence their high lineage ſprings, 
The Sov' reign Lord that does maintain 
Their uncontroul'd and boundleſs reign. 


O then aſſiſt thy drooping Son , 

Who long has grac'd our Perſian Throne! 
O may he yet extend his ſway! 

We jet Arſaces' rule obey ! 


Let thy vitality impart 
New ſpirits to his fainting heart; 
Let him like thee , from whom he ſprung, 
Be ever aflive , ever young. 
Chorus, exc. 


When the Muſick is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
c. Queen, Artaban , &C. go off as they enter d, 
ſeverally; only Mirza comes forward, and the 


Scene ſhuts ; he looks after Ameſtris going out, and 


then ſpeaks. | 


Mirz. What means this foreign warmth within my 


i breaſt? 
Is this a time for any thought but vengeance? 
That fatal Beauty dazles my weak ſenſe, 

And blaſts the reſolution of my ſoul : 

My eyes, in contradiction to my purpoſe, 
Still bent to her, and drunk the poyſon in; 
While I ſtood ſtupid in ſuſpence of thought, 
And now like oyl my flaming ſpirits blaze; 
My arteries, my heart, my brain is ſcorch'd, 
And Tam all one fury. Feeble Mirxa 

Can'ſt thou give way to dotage, and become 
The jeſt of fools? No! 'tis impoſſible: 
Revenge ſhall rouſe, and with her iron whips 
Laſh forth this lazy ague from my blood, 
Thif malady of Girls. Remember Statesman , 
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Thy fate and future fortunes now are forming, 


And ſummon all thy counſels to their aid, 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo not be: Ameſtris 
Still riſes uppermoſt in all my thoughts, 


The maſter. piece of Nature. The Boy God 


Laughs at my rage; and triumphs o'er my folly. 


Ha! by the Gods 'tis doing! Now my Stars 
Be kind, & make me maſter of my wiſh at once. 


A tumultuous noiſe is heard, 
Enter M agas. 


But ſee the Prieſt ! Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble? 


Have we ſucceeded, ſay? and eaſe my fears. 

Mag. My ſoul is pierc'd with horror! Every God 
Seems from his ſhrine to threaten us with vengeance, 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rousroof 
Nods at the prophanation. | 

Mirz. Baſe and fearful ! 

How can thy wretched ſou] conceive ſuch monſters? 
Can'ſt thou who would'ſt be great be ſuperſtitious ? 


But 'tis the Cowards vice. Say, are our enemies 


ſeeur d? Daughter 
Mag. They are; the Prince, Old Memnon and his 
Are in Orchanes hands; only Tigranes | 


| With ſome of leſſer note are fled. 


Mirz. No matter; 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt alifeleG maſs 
Not worth our apprehenſion. 
Mag. Will you ſtay, 
To meet the furious thunder of their rage? 
Mirz, I will; thou may'ſt retire and ſummon back 
Thy ſcatter'd ſpirits; ; Let not the crowd ſee | 
Thy fears, 'twill make thee vile & cheap among'em, 
[Exit Mag. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, ax4Ameſtris Priſoners, 
Orchanes and Guards. : 
Art. Slave! Villain! Anſwer , ſay how haſt thou dar d 
To do this inſolence ? ---- | 
Orch. | know my orders | 
D 3 Which 


At the fictitious juſtice of the Gods, ſhim; 
And thinks their Thunder has not wings to reach 


And when the thought that labours in my breaſt 


' Inbittereſt pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 


Lan yield my life up to thy Hangman's mercy , 
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Which from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiv'd, 
Who will avow her own authority. 

Art. Ha! from the Queen! She durſt not! 'tis 
| impoſlible ? 
"Tis ſacrilege! 'tis treaſon ! 'tis damnation. 
Am 1 not Artaxerxes? born to Empire, 


The next degree to Gods. Oh thou bright Sun! 


That roul'ſt above, the object of our worſhip ; 
Can'ft thou behold and not avenge thy race? 
Thy injur'd race? If I could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy great original, 
Let me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave; 
If not- Why am TI made the ſcorn of wretches ? 
So much below me that they hardly ſhare 
The common privilege of kind; but are 
As beaſts to Men---- 
Mem. See where the Maſter Villain ſtands! unmov'd 
Andharden'd in impiety, he laughs 


- 


But know the joy thy triumph brings is ſhort. 

My fate (if the Gods govern ) or atleaſt 

My mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy malice, 
Airx. Dull valiant Fool, thy ruin is the leaſt 

The moſt ignoble triumph of my wit. 

Cleander's Hood asks for ſubſtantial vengeance 3 


Appears in action, thou ſhalt know the cauſe 

Why I remain to view thy hated face, , 
That blaſts me with its preſence ; thou ſhalt know it 3 
And curſe thy ſelf, curſe the ill omen'dday 1 
That gave thee birth; renouncing all the Gods, 74 


Thy ſelf of them renounc'd, ſhalt ſink to Hell 


Adem. Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly'ſt! the utmoſt force 
Of all thy ftudy'd malice cannot move me. 
And if the Gods, in tryal of my virtue, 


1. 
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T' mew thee with what eaſe the brave and honeſt 
Can put off life; till thou ſhalt damn thy arts, 
Thy wretched arts, and impotence of malice. 
Mir. Reſt well aſſur d, thou ſhalt have cauſe to try 
The philoſophick force of paſſive virtue. FS, 
Art. Oh death to greatneſs ? Can we fall ſo low 
To be the laviſh objects ofhis mirth ? 
Shall my juſt rage and violated Honour 
Play the buffoon and miniſter to laughter ? 
Down, down my ſwelling heart, hide thy reſentments 
Nor proſtitute the ruffled Majeſty 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing crowd: 
My face ſhall learn to cover the emotion 
My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Ameſtris? 
My Love! my Royal Bride! the ſpoiler Grief 
Defaces every teature, like the Deluge 
That ras'd the beauties of the firſt creation ; 
I cannot bear it; Villains give me way! 
[ He breaks from the Guard, and catches hold of 
Ameſtris. | = 
Ohlet me.hold thee in my throbbing boſom , 
And ftrive to hide thy ſorrows from my ſight : 
.I cannot ſee thy griefs; and yet I want 
The power to bring relief. | 
Ameſ. Ah! no my Prince! 
There are no remedies for ills like ours; 
My helpleſs ſex by nature ſtandsexpos'd 
To all the wrongs and injuries of Fortune; 
Defenceleſs in my ſelf, you were my refuge, 
1 Lou are my Lord; to whom ſhould I complain; 
3 Since you cannot redreſs me? were you not 
. The honour, joy, and ſafety of Ameſtris? 
2 For you alone Iliv'd, with you alone 
I could be happy: oh my Artaxerxes? 
One influence guides our conſenting ſtars, 
And ſtill together are we bleſt or curſ. 
Mirz. With a malignant joy my ears drink in 
Her each harmonious — every glanes 
| 4 
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Goes to my heart, and ſtirs alternate motions 

Of heat and cold: a lazie pleaſure now 

Thrills all my veins, anon deſire grows hot, | 

And my old ſine ws ſhrink before the flame. [ Aſide, 
Artax. Go on? and charm me with thy Angel's 

voice, | 

Sooth and aſſwage the fury in my breaſt, 

That urges me to unbecoming paſſion; 

My rage grows cool amidſt thy ſoft complainings , 
And though thou talk'ſt of woes, of Death and ruin, 
Tis Heaven to hear thee. 

Ameſ. Since this is all our wretched conſolation , 
Let us indulge our grief, till by long uſe, 
It grows habitual , and we loſe the pain. 
Here, on the marble pavement will we ſit, 
Thy head upon my breaſt, and if remembrance 

Ot cruel wrongs ſhall vex thy noble heart, 

The murmur of my ſighs ſhall charm the tumult, 

And Fate ſhall find us calm; nor will the Gods, 


Wbo here inhabit and behold our ſufferings, 


Delay to end our woes in immortality, | 
_ Artax. Ha: ſay'ſt thou? Gods? Yet certain there 
are Gods 
To whom my youth with rev'ence ſtill has bow'd , 
Whoſe care and providence are Virtue's guard: 
Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great, 
And like themſelves, for miſerable ends. 
AMirz. Gods might behold her and forget their 
__ wiſdom; | [ Aſide. 
But I delay too long ! Orchanes lend thy ear. 
Mirz. whiſpers Orch. and Ex. 


bappineſs. | 955 
Why am I made your curſe ?. this hated head, 
To death devoted, has involv'd your innocence 


Mem. My Children! you were ſtill my joy and 


In my deſtruction. 


[Guards lay hold on Artax. and Ameſtris. 
Amef. Alas, my Father 1.— 


Artax. 
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STEP. Mor HER. f 
Artax. Barbarous dogs! What mean you? 
Orch. Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's palace: 
Tisthe Queen's will ſhe ſhall be there confin'd. 

Artax. Thou can'ſt not mean ſo damn'd a villany! 
Thou dar'ſt not? ſhalt not pai t us! Fate cannot do it! 
Mem. Curſed old age, why have I liv'd to ſee this? 
Orch. Force 'em aſunder. * 
Art. Hew off my limbs, ye Dogs! I will not loſe 
em | i Ameſtris---- 


Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife! my lov'd 


Ameſ. My Lord! my Husband !---- _ 

{ Orchanes and one party of the Guards force Artaxerxes 
and Memnon * way, and the other party bears 
Ameſtris another. Reemer Mirza. 

Mir x. This was molt noble miſchief! it ſtung home, 

"Twas luxury of vengeance---'twas not ill 

To keep aloof, theſe boiſterous beaſts have paws, 

And might have ſcratcht: The wiſe ſhould not allow 


A poſſibility to Fortunes malice. 


Now to the reſt; this Prince! this Husband ! dies: 
To-morrow's dawn brings his and Memnon's fate. 
This night let em deſpair , and bann, and rage, 

And to the wooden Deities within [ſingly, 
Tell frantick tales; my hours ſhall paſs more plea- 
If Love ( which yet I know not) can give pleaſure: 


Love! what is Love? the paſſion of a boy, 


That ſpends his time in lazineſs and ſonnets: 

Luft is the appetite of Man; and ſhall 

Be ſated, till it loath the cloying banquet. 

The Wiſe are priviledg'd by human fraily - 

To taſte theſe pleaſures, but not dwell upon 'em ; 

They marr and dull the faculty ofthinking., 

One night l ſately may indulge in riot, 

"Tis politick lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my vengeance; 

I will grow young, and ſurfeit on her charms , 

Her luſcious ſweets; then riſing from her arms, 

The nauſeous, momentary joy forget, 

And be my ſelf again; _ be wiſe and great. Exit. 
| Ds = 
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r Enter Artaban and Cleanthes. 


And publick faith be violated? Tis an injury 


Miſchief and danger fits in every face, 


And glory certain now; your fate at length, 


ACT HIV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, the Palace. 


AR TAB AN. 


Ts baſe and impious! Where are the ties 
Shall keep Mankind in order, if Religion 


That beards both Gods and Men; and dares their 
juſtice. | | 
Clea The fearful crowd already take th' alarm, 
Break off their ſolemn ſports, their ſongs & dances, 
And wildly in tumultuous conſort join 


And while they dread the anger of the Gods , 
The wiſe, who know th' effects of popular fury, 
From them expect the vengeance which they fear. 
Art. The ſacred power of Majeſty , which ſhould 
Forbid, ownsand protects the violence ; | 


It muſt not, ſhallnot be; Who ſteals a Crown 


By arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. _ 9 

Clean. The Queen your Mother, Sir! ſhe will expect 

You ſhould approve that act her power has done. 1 
Artab. I'll meet her as I ought, and ſhew myſelf 


Worthy the noble rivalſhip of Empire. 


| Enter the Queen, Mirza and Attendants. 
| Queen. My Son, | come tojoy you ofa Crown 


Has 


6 
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Has maſter'd that malignant influence 
With which it ſtruggled long: Vou are a King, 
The greateſt that our Eaſtern World beholds; 
And tho' my widow'd bed be cauſe for grief, 
Yet for thy ſake, my Son, I joy to ſay, 
Arſaces is no more. 

Artab. Twere vain and fooliſh, 
To mourn his death with ceremonious ſorrow; 
For tho' he died the greateſt of our Race, 
Vet ſince decaying age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majeſty was loſt, 
Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for im mortality, 
And leave the weary body to enjoy 
An honourable ret from care and ſickneſs: 


Peace to his aſnes, and eternal Fame 
| Dwell with his memory, while we who live 


Lookback with emulation on his greatneſs, 

And with laborious ſteps ſtrive to aſcend 

That height where once he ſat. 

Qu. Thou haſt already 

Attain'd the lofty ſummit of his glory; 

His Throne expects thee but to fir and fill it. 

Artab. No, Madam; when the Gods chuſe 
worthy ſubjects, | 

On whom to place ſuch greatneſs, they ſurround. 

The glorious prize withtoil and thorny danger, 


And bid the Man who would be great, dare greatly, 


Be it for dull elder Brothgrs to poſſeſs 
Without deſerving; mine's a nobler claim; 
Nor will I taſte the Godlike joys of power, 
Till Men and Gods with juſtice ſhall confeſs 
*Tis barely the reward of what | merit. 
Qs. What means my Son? 
. Artab. To wreſtle fora Crown. 
Qs. IP what fantaſtick ſhadow wouldſt 3 
rive: 


The haughty Rival of thy hopes i is fallen; 


He lives indeed, but tis to  gracethy Triumph, 


And 
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And how before thee; then be ſwept away 4 
Like the remembrance of an idle dream, 7 
Which tho' of yeſternight, is now forgotten. 

Artab. It grieves me much to ſay, my Royal 
| Mother 5 | 
] cannot take a Crown upon theſe terms, 
Tho' even from your hands: The conſcious virtue 

That witneſſes within my breaſt forglory, | 

4 Points me to greatneſs by the paths of Honour, 

IM And urges me to do as a King ought , 

| | That would not wear his Purple as the gift 

Ofimpious treachery and baſe deceit. | 

1 . Amazement turns my ſenſes ! Or I dream! 

'F For ſure thou canſt not mean ſo poor a folly. 

Haſt thou been bred in the wiſe arts of empire? 

Been early taught to know the worth of power? 
And would'ſt thou loſe the golden opportunity 
With which thy Fortune courts thee, fot a notion? 
An empty ſound of virtue ? Adry maxim 
Which Pedants have devis'd for Boysto canvas? 

Can my Son thinkſo meanly? Go, ſet free 
2 Honour bids) this lordly elder Brother, 

w like a Slave before him, wait his pleaſures, 
Andlive dependanton his ſcanty penſion ; 
He may reward thy ſervile loyalty, 
And make thee Ruler of ſome petty Province, 
In recompence of Royalty giv'n up. | 
| | Artab. No! ( Tho' I muſt confeſs I would not 
hold him 

n Caught in a Villain's ſnare, nor do a murther 

Unworthy ofa Hang- man) yet to death 
] ſtill defie him as my mortal Foe; 

| And ſince my Father's fate diſſolves that Truce, 

/ To which1ftood ingag'd; tis War again. 

| Amidſt the ſteely Squadrons will l ſeek _ | 

This haughty Brother, by his Friends ſurrounded 
| And back'd with all th' advantage of his birth; 

Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, 
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He falſely brands me for a bookiſh Coward, 


That Nature's error only gave him preference, 
Since Fate meant me the King. | 

Qu. AMother's care is watchful for thy ſafety , 
Elle wert thou loſt , thou honourable fool: 


Long might'ſt thou vainly hunt in bloody fields 


For that advantage, whichthy willing Fortune 

Now reaches to thy hands: Inbattles with 

Uncertain wings the wavering Goddeſs flies, 

And oft with partial hand beſtows her favour 

On Fools and thick ſcull'd Heroes; ſeize her now 

While ſhe is thine, or ſhe is loſt for ever. - 
Artab. No matter, let her fly; the Eagle Virtue 

Shall ſoar beyond her and command her flight; 

Fortune is not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. 

Poſterity that reads the name of Ariaban 

In the records of Empire, ſhall not bluſh 

To think I plotted with a knaviſh Prieſt ; 


The ſcandal of his venerable function, 


And mark of the Gods vengeance, to betray 
A Prince my Enemy, as if being conſcious 
Of leſſer worth, and of unequal courage, 
1 durſt not fairly ſtrive with him for greatnels. 
Let the abhorr'd and impious treachery 
Obſcurely die, unknown to future Ages. 
Or if our ſhame mull be deliver'd dowu, 
By all the Kingly hopes that fire my ſoul, 
It ſhall not paſs without a brand of puniſhment. 
Qs. Tis wondrous well! Young-man you King 
x rarely! C 
You mean to be renown'd for early juſtice, 
And make your oſtentatious love of Virtue 
Ev'n in their bloods who lift you up to power ; 
Perhaps we too, our ſelf muſt be arraign'd 


Ze fore your puny bar, and feel yourax; ; 


*T will be a noble ſubject for your praiſe, 
And yield much matrer to declaiming Flatterers. 
| | eArtab. 


. 


. 
— 
— EST 
2 
4 . 
1 ' 


| 62 THE AMBIFIOUS 


| 
Artab. You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature 
| | blinds me, LD | | 
And bids me ſee no faults in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that dare 


| 


N 
0 
0 
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| 

| Qu. May be immortal, 

| For ought that thou can'ſt do to cauſe their fate. 

„ | Is not thy power the creature of my favour, 

#4 Which in precarious wiſe on me depending, 

Exiſts by my concurrence to its being? _ 

Miſtaken Youth : whoſe giddy brain, Ambitioy 

! Has like the fume of drunken vapours turn'd; _ 

i" 'Think'ft thou that I, whoſe ſoul was form'd for ſway, 

* Would lay the golden reins of Empire down? 4 

| Or truſt em to the guidance ofa Boy, a 

i Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 

j According to the dictates of old Morals, 

1 His bearded Tutor gleans from muſty Authors. 

i Artab. Nay then tis time I ſhould aſſert my ſelf; 
And tho you gave me birth, yet from the Gods 

( Who made wy Father be as he was, Royal, 

1H And ſtamp't the mark of greatneſs on my ſoul, ) 

_ : J claim my right to Empire; may! fall 

=O Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 

"Wy Any ſuperior being but thoſe Gods. 

| Qu. Thou rav'ſt! and haſt forgot me. 

Artab. No, you are 

| My Mother, anda Woman, form'd to obey ; 

| On that condition all your ſexes privileges 

WH Are founded; the creating hand has mixt 

3 Softneſs and beauty in your compoſition, 

To charm and bend the mind of Man impatient 

Of the ignoble pleaſure ; you were made for 

| The weakneſs and neceſſities of Nature. 

Ui In are your feeble ſouls for greatneſs ſuited, 

DPDeſie of goverment is monſtrous in you, 

RT Qu. Thou mighty Goddeſs Nature! Doſt thou hear 
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This Rebel Son! This inſolent upbraider: 
|| Still fondly nurſt in my indulgent boſom ! 8 
To 
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To build whoſe future greatneſs to the skies, 

My anxious Soul has labour'd more than when 

felt a Mother's forrow for his birth, 

Ungrateful Boy ! ---- 

Know Foollthat vaunt'ſt thy ſelf upon thy manhood, 
The greateſt he thy rougher kind e' er had, 

Muſt have confeſt Woman's ſuperior wit, 

And own'd our Sexes juſt prerogative. | 


Did not a Mother's fondneſs plead hard for thee, 


Thy head ſhould pay the forfeit of thy inſolence; 
For know, young King! that I am Fate in Perſia, 
And Life and Death depend upon my pleaſure. | 
Art. The world would be well govern'd, ſhould 
the Gods 
Depute their Providence to Women's care, 


And truſt them with the fate of Kings and Empires. 


Qu. Yet thou art ſafe! Away! Nor tempt me 
| farther : Y 
The patience ev'n of Gods themſelves has limits, 


Tho' they with long forbearance view Man's folly. - 
Yet if thou ſlill perſiſt to dare my power, 


Like them I may be urg'd to looſe my vengeance, 
And tho' thou wert my creature, ſtrike thee dead. 
Mirz. Beſeech you Sir, retire; the Queen your 
Mother 2 | 
Labours with wiſeſt foreſight for your good , 
And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that purpoſe. 
Art, What is the good of greatneſs but the power 3 
Madam, [leave you; my own innate virtue 


Arms me againſt your rage unjuſt and impotent. 


Wait but the great ſuccefs my Soul divines, 

And you will own your little jugling arts 

Have only ſery'd to obſtruct a while my glory, 

And skreen this elder Brother from my conqueſt. 

| ex. Artaban and Cleanthes. 

Qs. Some envious pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Demon, 

Works underhand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 

And counter- mines me with domeſticks jars. 1 
* | = 


: | 
» 
{-? #& 


To calm your juſt reſentments: Medling Fortune, 


May ſet the Pris'ners free; think, if that happen, 


Were not the firſt and nobleſt Law of Nature. 5 
Say then wiſe Lord, and let thy ready wit, . 


7 remedy the fears this ill produces; 
I his inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince; 
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Malicious chance! When all abroad was ſafe, 
To ftartan unſeen danger from my ſelf! 
Mirza! did'ſt not thou mark the haughty Boy? 
With what aſſuming pride he own'd his daring ? 
And claim'd ſuperiority of power? | 

Oh can l live and hear to be controui'd ? . 


To ſhare the pleaſure of ſupreme command, 


With him or any one? Oh Artemiſa! 
Did ſt thou diſdain ſubjection to a Husband, 
The proudeſt title of that Tyrant Man, 
And canſt thou yield t' a Boy? A Son? By Nature 
And grateful duty to obedience bound? 
Mirz. Madam, Let me intreat you, by the Gods, 


FILA 


(Whoſe malice labours to perplex the wiſe,) 

If not prevented, will unravel all | 
Thoſe finer arts which we with care have wove. 
The Prince, led on by this pernicious Honour, 


To what a ſhock of Fate we ſtand expos'd. 2 
4, Tis true! this fooliſh Honour ruins all; 4 
Ridiculous notion! as if ſelf-intereſt 


Still preſent to it ſelf, avert this blow. 
Mirx. One method, tho' ungentle, yet remains 


* 

* 

Ere he can gain the means r effect that miſchief ? 
He meditates againſt himſelf, and vs: 85 
l 


To- morrow, early as the morning dawns, 


The Priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpatcht, 

This raging fit of Honour will relax, 

And give him leiſure to conſider cooly 

Th' advantage of his Fortune. 
Qu. You havereaſon; 

And tho'l fearhis haughty temper will 


But badly brook confinement , he muſt learn 


To 


2 
* 
* 
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To bear it as he can; perhaps 'twill bend him, | 
And make his youth more plyant to my will. 
Mirz. Y our orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 
Each minute ofthe flying hours is precious, 
Qu. The Eunuch Bagoas ! let him attend us, 
He ſhall receive inſtructions on the inſtant. | 
5 Exeunt the Queen and Mirza ſeverally. 


CCC 
SCENE II. Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Cleone in Man's habit , with a dark 
 Lanthorn, Beliza following. 


CLEON 8. 


E gentler Powers, who view our cares with pity, 
Lend your compaſſion to the poor Ameſtris z 


Oh my Beliza, was not thy ſoul wounded, 


To hear, when now we paſt by her apartment, 

The piercing accents of her loud complainings? 

By Heaven my aking heart bleeds for her ſufferings. 
Bel. Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt pangs of woe; 

And were not all my thoughts to you devoted, 

Her grief would deeply ſink into my ſoul; 

Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand dangers? 

Your Father's and the furious Queen's reſentments? 

The cruel Guards? And all thoſe fatal accidents, 

Which in the horror of this dreadful night 


Might ſhake the reſolution of a Man? | 180 


* 


Cleo. Prithee no more; thou know'ſt Iam reſoly'd, 
And all thy kind advice is urg'd in vain. 0 


Thy fond miſtaking fears preſent the danger 


More dreadful than it is; this maſter-key 


Admits me thro' that paſſage to the Temple, 
By which the Guards who — the unhappy Prince 


This 
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This morning enter'd ; that of all the reſt 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Aſſiſted by the friendly vail of night, 
We may conduct him thro' my Father's palace 
In ſafety to the ſtreet ; there undiſtinguiſh'd 

Amongſt the buſy diſcontented croud, 
That ſwarm in murmuring heaps, he may retire ; 
Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen e'er know 
The pious fraud my love was guilty of. 

Bel. Yet ſtill I fear | 

Cleo. No more! Retire and leave me, 
My drooping heart fits lighter than it's wont , 

And chearfully preſages good ſucceſs. 

Bel. Where ſhall I wait you? 

Cleo. Atmy own apartment. 

Bel, The mighty Gods protect you. 
Cleo. Softly! Retire. Exit Beliza, 
What noiſe was that? - The creature of my fears. 

In vain , fond maid, would'ſ thou bely thy ſex , 
Thy coward ſoul confeſſes thee a Woman, = 
A fooliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going? 

To ſave my Godlike Hero! Oh my heart! 

It pants and trembles; ſure'tis joy, not fear; 

The thought has given me courage; I ſhall ſave him, 
That darling of my eyes. What if! fail? 

Then death is in my reach and ends my ſorrows. 


[ Shewing a Dagger. 


Why do'ſt thou ſhake, my hand? and fear to graip 
This inſtrument of Fate? If I ſucceed , CEN 
Vet Artaxerxes will not live for me; 
And my deſpair will want thy friendly aid, 
Jeath ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy proſpect. 
fthen there be that Lethe and Eliſium 
Which Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark ſtream 
My ſoul of life impatient ſhall make haſte; | 
One healing draught my quiet ſhall reſtore , 
And Love forgotten ne'er diſturb me more, [ Exit. 
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A Night Scene of the Temple of the Sun. 


Enter Artaxerxes, and Memnon. 


ARTAXEBRSXE S. 
N Till 'tisin vain ! This idle rage is vain! 
JAnd yet my ſwelling paſſions will have way ; 
And rend my labouring breaſt till they find vent. 
Was ic for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me 
Great like your ſelves, and as a King, to be 
Your facred image? Was it but for this? 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile hands, 
Like thè falſe object of miſtaken worſhip! 
Why rather was was I not a Peaſant Slave? 
Bred from my birth a drudge to your creation , 
And to my deſtin'd load inur'd betimes? 7 
Mem. The malice of our Fate were not compleat, 
Had we not been by juſt degrees to happineſs. | 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an abyſs of woes. Early ſucceſs . 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars 
And when [ ruſh'd amidſt the dreadful battle, 
The weaker Genii of our «Aſian Monarchs 
Shrunk from the force of a ſuperior Fate, 
O'er-match'd they fell, & by my ſword wereſwept 
Like common beings from the glorious Field, \.. 
Then was the day of joyous triumph, then 
My ſoul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 
But now! What am Inow? O damn'd reverſe of 
err ] «ĩ⁊é sx Wort, 
Now when my age would by indulg'd incaſe, 
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And joy in pleaſure of my former fame, 
Now I am curs' d; held at a Villain's mercy, 


My Foe's deriſion, and the ſcorn of Cowards. 

Artax. Oh! torture of my ſoul! damn'd racking 
thought! 5 

Am not] too reſerv'd for ſervile vaſſalage? 

To be the ſubject ofa Boy's command? 

A Boy by Nature ſet beneath my ſway ? 

And born to be my Slave! Shall he triumph; 

And bid me live or die? Shall he diſpoſe 


His beardleſs viſage to a ſcornful ſmile, 


And tell me that his pleaſure is my fate? 
No! my diſdainful ſoul ſhall ſtruggle out, 
And ſtart at once from its dichonour'd manſion. 
Mem. Oh! Royal thought! Nor ſhall they keep 
| death from us, 
Altho' its common means be not in reach. 
Shall my old Soldier's outſide, rough and hardy, 
Scarr'd o'er with many an honourable mark, 
Be caged for publick ſcorn ? Shall a Dog tell me 
Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 
My foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy neck, 
And trample in the duſt thy filver hairs 
Shall I not rather choak, hold in my breath? 
Or ſmear ſome wall or pillar with my brains? 5 
Artax. Rage or ſome God ſhall ſave us from dis- 
honour. 
But oh! my Father! Can we take our flight, 
Tho to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ſhe now: Where is my Queen! my Bride! 


My charmer! my Ameſtris! 


Mem. Speak not of her. 

Artax. Not ſpeak.---- | 

Mem. Nor think of her, if poſlible. "arms? 
Artax. Was ſhe not ſnatch'd,torn from my helpleſs 


_ Whilſtevery Godlook'd on and ſaw the wrong, 


Heard her loud cries , which vainly ſtreve to rouſe 
Their flow unready vengeance? Was the —. 4 
orc” 
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Forc'd from my panting boſom (yet Ilive!) 
Ev'n on our bridal-day? Then, when our flames 
Were kindly join'd, and made but one deſire z 
Then, when ſhe ſigh'd and gaz'd, & bluſh'd & figh'd; 
When every touch, when every joy grew fiercer, 
And thoſe that were behind were more than mortal, 
To loſe her then! Oh! ---- | 
And yet you bid me think of her no more? 
Mem. 1 do; forthe bare mention turns my brain , 
And even now | border upon madneſs; 
So dreadful is the very apprehenſion 
_ Ofwhat may be. 5 
Artax. Can we make thought go back? 
Will it not turn again? Cleave to our breaſts? 
And urge remembrance till it ſting us home? 
Ha! Now the ghaſtly ſcene is ſet before me ; 
And as thou faid'ſt it runs me to diſtraction. 
Behold her beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve , 
Held vile, and treated like an abject Slave! 
Helpleſs amidſt her cruel foes ſhe ſtands; 
Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her tears, | 
And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. 
Mem. Would that were all. Es 
Artax. Hal whither would'ſt thou drive me? 
Mem. Did you like me conſider that dog Mirza ,' 
Early to hell devoted, and the Furies, 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worſt effects his malice could expreſs 
On virtue which he hates, when in his power. 
Artax. What is the worſt ? 4 
Mem. What my old faultring tongue 
Trembles to utter, goatiſh luſt and rape. 
Artax. Ha! rape ! Ifthere are Gods, it is impoſſible. 
Mem. Oh! dreadful image for a Father's thought, 
To have his only child, her Sexes boaſt, 
The joy of ſight and comfort of his age, 
Dragg'd.by a Villain Slave, his ruthleſs hand 
Wound in her hair, to ſome remote dark cell, 


E 3 
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A ſcene for horror fit, there to be blotted 
By his foul luſt , till appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow ſavage firſt, let this old hand, . 
That oft has bleſt her, in her blood be drench'd , 

Let me behold her dead, dead at my foot, © 
To ſpare a Father's greater ſhame and ſorrow. 

Artax. A Father! What's a Father's plague to mine? 
A Husband, and a Lover! If it can be, e 
If there is ſuch a hoarded curſe in ſtore, | 
Transfix me now ye Gods, fw let y our thunder 
Fall on my head, and ſtrike me to the centre; 

Leaſt if I ſhould ſurvive my rain'd honour 
And injur'd love, I ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, 
Run banning andblaſpheming thro” the world, 
And with my execrations fright your worſhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 

Enter Cleone with a dark lanthorn and key. 

Cleo. This way the ecchoing accents ſeem to come, 
Sure 'tis the wretched Prince! Oh can you hear him 
And yet refuſe to lend your aid, ye Gods? 

Artax. This gloom of horrid night ſuits well my ſoul 
Love, ſorrow , conſcious worth, and indignation; 
| Stir mad confuſion in my lab'ring breaſt , Hy 

And lam allo'er chaos. 3 

Cleo. Is this, alas! | 

The ſtate of Artaxerxes, Perſia's heir? | 

Not one poor lamp to chear the diſmal ſhade 

Of this huge holy dungeon? Slaves, 'murderers , 

Villains that crofles wait for, are not us'd thus. 

I'll ſhew my ſelf. [She turns the light, & comes towards 

Mem. Hal whence this gleam of light? ¶ Art c Mem. 

Artax. Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it welcom, 

It brings an end of wretchedneſs. | 

Cleo. Speak lower. 1 

Iama friend; long live Prince Artaxerxes. [curſe ? 
Art. What wretch art thou, that hail'ſt me with a 

Come from that cloud that muffles up thy face, 

And if thou haſt à dagger, ſhew it boldly, 
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We wiſhto die. f 
Cleo. Think better of my errand, [| Turns ths light 

I bring you bleſſings, Liberty and Life, | 97 her ſelf. 

And come the Miniſter of happier Fate: Jo 

Now down my blood ! down to my trembling heart, 

Nor ſparkle in my viſage to betray me. Aſide. 
Artax. Ha! as Ilive, a Boy! a bluſhing Boy! 

Thou wer't not form'd ſure for a Murderer's office, 

Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 
Cleo. Oh! ſeek noveo unvail a trivial ſecret , 

Which known imports you not. Lam a Youth 

Abandon'd to misfortunes from my birth , 

And never knew one cauſe to joy in life, 

But this that puts it in my po w'r to ſave 

A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 

But follow thro' the mazes that I tread, 


Until you find your ſafety. 


Artax. Thus forbidding 
Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t'enquire ; are then the Guards, 
That when the day went down, with ſtricteſt 
| watch 
Obſerv'd the Temple gates, remov'd or fled ? 

Cleo. They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd 
Keep every paſſage; only one remains 


Thro' Mirxa's Palace, open to your flight. 


Aem, Ha! Mirza! there's damnation in his name, 
Ruin, deceit, and treachery attend it; . 
Can Life, can Liberty or Safety come 
From him? or ought that has an int'reſt in him ? 


Rather, ſuſpect this feigning Boy his inſtrument. 


, Toplunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, 


In miſery: perhaps ſome happy accident, 
As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from 


The utmoſt maliee of his hate, while here: % 


This ſets his wicked wit at work to draw us 


Forth from this holy place; much better be 
The Pris'ners ofthe Gods, than wear his fetters. 


Cleo, Unfortunateſuſpicion 


e What ſhall [ay 
E 4 ene nen , 


To 
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To urge 'em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve _ 
My wretched ſelf unknown? [eAfide. 
Artax. Surely that face _ ia 
Was not deſign'd to hide difſembled malice; Imuſt, 
Say Youth, art thou of Mirza's houſe; (as ſure thou 
If thou pretend'ſt to lead us that way forth ; ) 
And can'ſt thou be a friend to Artaxerxes? 
Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, 
With moſt opprobrious injuries has loaded. 
Cleo. Tho' Iam his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd 
His hate! Shall I confeſs and own my ſhame ? 
Oh Heavens -- [Aſide. 
Mem. Mark th' unready Traitor ſtammers; 
Half-bred and of the mungrel ſtrain of miſchief, 
He has not art enough to hide the cheat, 
His deep de ſigning Lord had beiter plotted. 
Away! thinks he ſo poorly of our wit, 
To gull us with a novice? If our Fate 
Has given us up, and mark'd us for deſtruction , 
Tell him, we are reſolv'd to meet it here. 
Cleo. Vet hear me Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent 
By Mirza, to enſnare you, know [ ſerve, 
Oh Gods! to what am lreduc'd ! ( Aſide) ---» his 
Daughter ; | | | | 
Some God compaſſionate of your woes has ſtirr'd 
A Woman's pity, in her ſofter breaſt : 
And'tis from her I come to give you liberty. 
I beg youto believe me. [she weeps, 
Artax. See, he weeps! 
'Mem. The waiting tears ſtood ready for command, 
And now they flow to varniſh the falſe tale. Maid, 
Artax. His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? Ihave ſeen the 
Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe ſend thee to me? 
*Tis an unlikely riddle. _ | 
Niem. Perhaps tis meant, 
That ſhe who ſhares his poiſonous blood, ſhall ſhare 
The pleaſure of his vengeance, and inure 
nnen, 
, | ut 
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Bur thou her inſtrument, be gone and ſay 
The Fate of Princes is not ſport for Girls. 

Cleo. Some envious Power blaſts my pious purpoſe, 
And npught but death remains; O that by that 
I might perſwade him to believe and truit me, 
And fly that fate which with the morning waits him. 

[cAftae. 

I grieve, my Lord, to find your hard ſuſpicion 
Debars me from preſerving your dear lite 
(Which not your own Ameſtris wiſhes more} 
To-morrow's dawn (oh! let me yet prevail!) 
The crue! Queen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. 
Oh fly! Let me conjure you, ſave yourſelf, 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhip'd 
Deprive me of his chearful beams for ever, 
Make me the wretchedſt thing he ſees while living, 
And after death the loweſt of the damn'd, | 
IfI have any thought but for your ſafety. 

Artax. No, have found the malice of thy Miſtreſs, 
Since Ll refus'd her love when ſhe was proffer'd 
By her ambitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a worthier choice beſtow'd my heart, 
She vows revenge on me for lighted beauty. 

Cleo. My Lord, you do her moſt unmaaly wrong, 
She owns the merit of the fair Ameſtris, | 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd you. 
Oh ſpare that thought, nor blot her Virgin's fame. 
In ſilence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your vertues, 
Bleſt you, nor at her own ill faterepind; _ 
This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindly 
Th'officious piety that would have ſav'd you. 
Careleſs of an offended Father's rage, | 
For you alone concern'd, ſhe charg'd me, guide you 
When midnight ſleep had clos'd obſerving eyes, 
Safe thro' her Father's Palace with this key 
And if I met with any that durſt bar 
Your paſſage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus---- _ 

{ S1abs her ſelf , Artax. catching her ds ſhe falls. 
E 5 FUR 


And only proof remain'd that could convince you, I 


May every God aſſiſt and guard your flight; 
Ohl isit poſſible thou can't be ſhe, | 
Who was my Father? Andremember only 


oy To witneſs how my grateful heart is touch'd ? 


The malice of thy Father, tho' he ſeeks 


To everlaſting reſt; I ſwear 'tis more, 
A Monarch's Bride; may every bleſſing wait you 


The favourite of the Gods, and joy of Men— , 
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Art. What haſt thou done, raſh Boy ? 
Cleo. Giv'n you the laſt, 


Iheld your life much dearer than my own. 
Mem, Horrid amazement chills my freezing veins? 
Cleo. Let me conjure you with my lateſt breath, 
Make haſte to ſeize the means that may preſerve you; 
'T hat key, amidſt the tumult of this night, [Giving the 
Will open you a way thro Mirza's Palace: {| Key. 


And oh when all your hopes oflove and glory 10 
Are crown'd with juſt ſucceſs; will you be good, 6 
And think with pity on theloſt Cleone. [thoughts. 

Artax. Ten thouſand diſmal fancies crowd my 


Thou moſt unhappy fair one ? - 

Eleo. Spare my ſhame, | | 
Nor call the blood, that flows to give me peace, 
Back to my dying cheeks. Can you forget 


How much I wiſh'd | had deſerv'd your friendſhip ? 
Nay , let my tongue grow bold, & ſay, your love; 
But'twas notin my fate. 

Artax. What ſhall I ſay, | 


But oh why would'ſt thou give this fatal inſtance 2 
Why haſt thou ſt1in'd me with thy virgin blood? 
I ſwear , ſwect Saint, for thee I could forgive 


My life and Crown; thy goodneſs might attone 
Ev'n fora Nation's fins ; look up and live, 

And thou ſhalt ſtill be near meas my heart, 
Cleo. Oh charming ſounds ! that gently lull my ſoul 
More joy to die thus bleſt, than to have liv'd _ 


In war and peace, ſtill may you be the greateſt, 
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I faint ! oh let me lean upon your arm [ Shc dies. 
Artax. Hold up the light, my Father: hal ſhe ſwoons! 
The iron hand of Death is on her beauties, | 
Andſcelikelillies nipp'd with froſt they languiſh. 

Mem. My tough old Soldier's heart melts at the fight, 
And an unwonted pity moves my breaſt. ' | 
Ill fated Maid, too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou dre w'ſt thy being ! Sure the Gods, 
Angry e're while, will be at length appeas'd 

With this egregious Victim; Let us tempt 'em 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile. 

Artax. A beam of bope, 
Strikes thro' my ſoul, like the firſt infant light, 
That glanc'd upon the Chaos; if we reach 

The opencity, Fate may be ours again. 

Bur oh whate er ſucceſs or happineſfss 

Attend my life, ſtill fair unhappy Maid, 

Still ſhall thy memory be my grief and honour, 

On one fix d day in each returning year, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy fake III wear; 

Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard fate ſhall mourn , 

And with freſhroſes crown thy virgin urn; 

Till in Elyſum bleft , thy gentle ſhade 

Shall own my vows of ſorrow juttly paid. ¶ Exeunt. 
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. TA _ SCENE, Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Mirza, Magas , and Attendants with Lights, 
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HO! Youo'er-rate danger. 
Mag. If I do, | | 
We ert in the extreams, ſince you eſteem it 1 5 
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As much too lightly ; think yqu then 'tis nothing, 
This horrid jar of tumult and confuſion ? 
Heads white with years, & vers'd in long experience, 
Who yet remember all the different changes 
A rolling Age produces, cannot call + 
'To mind one inſtance dreadful as this night, 3 
Infernal diſcord , hideous to behold, 3 
Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, 3 
And ſends a ſnake to ev'ry vulgar breaſt. 4 
From ſeveral quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm | 
Arm'd with the inſtruments ofhaſty rage; 

And in confus'd diſorderly array 
Moſt formidable march ; their differing clamours, 
Together join'd compoſe one deafning ſound z 

Arm! Arm ! they cry, Religion is no more, 
Our Gods are ſlighted, whom if we revenge not 

War, Peſtilence and Famine will enſue, 5 
And univerſal ruin ſwallow all. | 

Mrz. A crew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves! E 
With eaſe ſtirr'd up to mutiny , and quell'd 4 

With the ſame eaſe, with like expreſſions ſnew 

Their joy or anger; both are noiſe and tumult. 

And ſtill when Holydays make labour ceaſe, 

They meet and ſhout do theſe deſerve our fears? 

Mag. Moſt certainly they may ; if we conſider 

Each circumſtance of peril that concurrs ; _ 

ITigranes, with the reſt that ſcap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd among this herd, and urge the wrongs 

Which with the Gods their Prince and Memnon ſuffer. 

Mirz. Nor need we fear ev'n that, ſafe in the aid 
And number of our Friends, who treble theirs. 

For this mad rout that hum and ſwarm together, 
For want of ſome what to employ their folly ; 
Indulge em in their fancy for Religion. 

Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Shall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred fire, 

And all our golden Gods: Let their Friends judge 

II ſtill they look not kindly as of old; _ 
„ Tie 
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Are not my ſorrows full? Can ought be added? 
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Tis a moſt apt amuſement for a crowd, 
They'll gaze, and gather round the gaudy ſnew, 
And quite forget the thoughts of mutiny. 


A Guard ſhall wait you. 


Mag. Why go not you too withus? 

They hold your wiſdom in moſt high regard, 
And will be greatly ſway'd by your perſwaſion; 
TH' occaſion is well worth your care and preſence. ' 

Mirz. Olyou'll not need my aid: Beſides, my Friend, 
My hours this night are deſtin'd to a task : 
Of more import, than are the fates of millions 
Such groveling Souls as theirs, As yet the ſecret 
Is im mature, nor worth your preſent knowledge: 


To- morrow that and all my breaſt is yours 


neſs, ___ [wiſdom 
"Twill mark me for his ſcorn, tis yet ſome 
If we muſt needs be Fools to hide our folly. 
Mag. He means the Pris'ners death: let him engroſs 
The Peoples hate, monopolize damnation, 
I will be ſafely ignorant of miſchief. \ Aſide. 
Hereafter when your wiſdom ſhall think fit [Friend, 
To ſhare thoſe thoughts, and truſt 'em with your 
I ſhall be pleas'd to know; this inſtant hour, 5 


I muſt not dare not truſt him with my weak- | 
dae 


My cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 


Which haſtes me hence. 
Mirza. May all your Gods aſſiſt you. [ Exeunt. 


OO CIRC hat 0 0 0er veghue 
SCENE II. An Apartment in Mirza's Palace, 
ie Ameltris. Ss 


AM AIs TR I. 
Ill ye not hear, ye ever gracious Gods? 
Since ſure you do not joy in our misfortunes, 
But only try the ſtrength of our frail vertue. 


wy. 
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My Royal Lord, and Father! ye dear names 
In which my all of happineſs was ſumm'd, 
What have the Miniſters of Fate done with you? 
Are you not dead? Too ſure ! That's paſt a doubt; 
O Memnon! Oh my Prince! My Father! Oh my Hus- 
3 Enter Mirza. | [band! 3p 
Mirz. Such uno was (except alone thoſe tears) ty 
When, upon Ida's top, ſhe charm'd the God 3 
That long had been a ſtranger to her bed; 
Made him forget the buſineſs of the world, 
And lay aſide his Providence, t' employ 
The whole Divinity upon her beauty. 
And ſure 'twas worth the while; had I been ve, 
So had I too been pleas'd, to be deceiv'd 
Into immortal joys. Oh ceaſe thy tears !---- 
Ameſ. Give em meback, or if the grave and thou 
Reſtore to none, oh joyn my fate to theirs; 
Shut us together in ſome ſilent vault, _ 
Where may fit and weep till Death's kind hand 
Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 
And huſh my ſorrows in eternal ſlumber. 
Aſirx. In pity to your form aſſwage thoſe tears; 
Sorrow is beauty's bane; nor let your breaſt 
Harbour a fear; I wage not war with fair ones 
But wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly thoughts , 
That live in your remembrance to perplex you; 
Let joy, the native of your Soul, return, 
And Love's gay God ſit ſmiling in your eyes, 
As e'rſt he did; I wiſh you wondrous well, 

And would ſo fully recompence the lols _ | 
Vou fondly mourn, that when you count the gains, 
Yourſelf ſhould own your fortunes are well chang'd. 

Ameſ. Oh impious comforter ! talk'ſt thou of joy, 
When Nature dictates only death and horror ? 
Is there a God can break the laws of Fate, 
And give me back the precious lives I've loſt? 
What nam'ſt thou recompence? Can ought atone 
For blood ? a Father's and a Husband's blood ? RENE 
. | | nc 
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Such comfort brings the hun gry midnight Wolf 3 
When having ſlain the Shepherd, ſmear'd with gore, 


 Heleapsamidft the helpleſs bleating flock. 


Mirz. Away with this perverſeneſs of thy ſex, 
Theſe fooliſh tears, theſe peeviſh ſighs and ſobbings ! 


Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy beauties, 


And, to thy wiſh I will indulge thy fancy. 
Not all the imagin'd ſplendor of the Gods _ 
Shall match thy pomp; ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine , 
The boaſt and glory of our Aſian world; 
Nor ſhall one ſhe of all thy towring ſex | 
Out- rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in power, 
Oh think on power, on power and place ſupreme. 
Ameſ. There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
My murther'd Lord, and his dark gaping grave, 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
Mirx. Oh liſten gentle Maid, while I impart 
A ſtory ot ſuch ſoftneſs to thy ear, 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the waves) | 
May with its influence huſh thy ſtormy griefs. [pity 
Ameſ. Begone , and if thou bear'ſt one thought of 
In that hard breaſt, ohleave me to my ſelf, 5 
Nor by thy preſence, hideous to my ſoul, 
And horrid conſolations, ſtrive to add | | 
To my full woes that, ſwell'd without thy help, 
Already riſe and bubble o'er the margent. 
Mirx. What if taik*'dof Love? 
Ameſ. Of Love! oh Moniter! i | 
Mirz. If love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair frame, 
This beauteous World, this canopy, the sky, 
That f parxling ſhines with gems of light innume- 
rableg - OY | 4 
And ſo art thou and I, fince Love made all, 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring atoms 
In friendly league, and bid em be a World. 
Frame not thy lovely mouth then to blaſpheme 
Thy great Creator; thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar ſervice; thy bright eyes, 
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Com''ſt thou bel potted with the recent ſlaughter 


Who art the plague and ſcourge of human- kind, 


Great as my woes! My dear! dear: Artaxerxes! 


Ih mercy in com paſſion of thy beauty 


And haſten me to peace. My Woman's heart 
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Thy moiſt red lip, thy riſing ſnowy boſom, 

Thy every part was made to furnish joy, 

Ev'n to a riotous exceſs of happincis; _ 

Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful charms, | 

And take my wealth, my honour, power, take all, 

All, all for recompence. 3 
Ameſ. Execrable wretch ! = 

Thus! Is it thus thou wouldit afſwage my ſorrows ? 

When thy inhuman bloody cruelty , 

Now with redcubling pangs cleaves my poor heart, 


To proffer impious love? Accurſed Fiend! £ 
Horror and griefſhall turn me to a Fury, | = 
Still with my ecchoing cries | will purſue thee, 3 
And hollow vengeance in thy guilty ears, | 
Vengeance for murther! for my Prince's murther ! 
And for my poor old Father. Think not Villain, 


That there is peace for thee, whilit I run mad 
With raging ſorrow ; vengeance, vengeance waits 
0 | 175 


_ Mirz. I am not lucky at the gloſſing art 

Of catching girls with words; but ' tis no matter, 
Force is a ſure reſort, and when at laſt 
Fierce as a towring Falcon from her height, 

I ſtoop to ſtrike the prey, it is my own. [Aſide 
Obſtinate fool! how dar'ſt thou croſs my wishes? 
Since the ſame hand that has aveng'd me well 

Upon my other foes, commands thy fate: 


Reach out her hand to ſave thee , yetifurg'd 
Revenge may ſtill take place; think well on that. 

Ameſ. That, that is all the mercy which I ask 
Indulge thy thirſty malicein my blood, 


Shall gather all its little ſtock of courage | 
To arm me for the blow, Tho' Death be terrible 
| Ghaſtly 


S 


ts 


40 


463 2 „ _ 
N Er 4 \ "ION S 3 1 
n & ö CL 5 5 7 8 l 1 


Spare to commit a wreng to you anprofitable , 
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Ghaſtly and pale; yet I will joy to meet him; 


My better life already is deſtroy'd , 
Imperfect now, and wanting half my ſelf, 


I wander here in vain, and want thy hand 
To guide and re- unite me to my Lord. 

Mirx. Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy deſtiny; 
Matter of much import requires thy life, 
And ſtill detains thee here. Come, I'll inſtruct thee, 


And put thee inthe way of Fate's deſign. 


| _ {Laying hold on her. 
Ameſ. Unhand me, Villain! | 
Mirz, Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle, 


Nor frown, and look askew; fantaſtick ſex ! 
That put Men on the drudgery to force you 


To your own ſatisfaction. 
Ameſ. Let me go, 


| Abhorr'd, deteſted Monſter ! Shall he brave you 5 


vou aweful Gods? Shall not your lightning blaſt him? 
Mirz, Ohno! Your Gods have pleaſures of their 
own | | 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Jove, 
Within whoſe arms he revels, nor has leiſure 


To mind thy fooliſh ſcreaming. 


Ameſ, Hear me now, ſweet Heaven, | 
Save me, ye Gods! oh ſave me! ſave me! ſave met! 
AMirz.Come,come along! you ſee you ſtrive in vain. 
6 riving with her. 

Ameſ. Is there no hope of aid from Gods or Men? 

Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, : 


And with my pray'rs and tears implore thy pity. 


- Mirz. Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy 
tongue, | 
Andall the fluttering ſpirits in my blood 
Dance nimbly on to the cœleſtial ſound. 


Ameſ. What ſhall I ſay to move him to compaſſion? 


Thus groveling , proſtrate thus upon the earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my virgin honour! 


Yet 
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Yet worſe to me than torments, racks & death; 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy race, 
And let old Memnon's name with me be loſt. 
If death be not enough, let me live wretched, 
Pull off theſe robes, and cloath me like a Slave, 
Then ſend me out to labour at ſome village, 
Where I may groan beneath a crue] Maſter, 
Be hardly us d, and want even food and rayment; 
Till cold, and dirt, and poverty ſhall change, af 
And make me loathſome as my fellow-wretches, * 
Oh let my rags claim only this one privilege, 
To wrap me in the grave a ſpotleſs Maid. r 
Mirza. That tongue which pleads makes all in- 
treating vain; | 25 
Thy every motion, each complaining accent 


Warms me afreſh and urges new deſire . 
Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven, nor 50 
earth, 5 | | by. 
Nor the conſpiring power of Hel] ſhall fave thee Eu 
Ilong to loſe my age in thy embraces, | 1 


To bas k and wanton in thy warmer Sun, 
Till a new youth ſhoot thro'me. 
Ameſ. Chaſt Diana, 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage- bed 
| Getting looſe from hun. 
Thou Royal Juno! oh protect thy votary. 
Airsz. My jaded age and weak enervate limbs 
Falter and ſhrink, unequal to their office, 
I prithee yield, come yield and be a Queen! _ 
| [Laying hold on her again. 
Yield, and be any thing? I cannot bear | T 
"Theſe fierce convulſive tarts, this raging flame A 


That drinks my blood. 1 
Ameſ. Oh never, never, never! 1 
A cauſe like this will turn me to a fighter, * 


To my laſt gaſp, to death 1 will refit. | ſheauty? : 
Aix. My coward ſtrength, doſt thou go back from 
Roule, ang deſerve the pleaſure thou would'ſt taſte, 1 
a @ Am. 
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Ameſ. Unmanly Traytor ! ---- ens him all ye 


Fiends. 
In the ſtruggle , ſhe draws his own Ponyard , and 
ſtabs him. [| curſediteel. 


Mirza falling.] Damnation 1 oh my heart! the 
Has ſtruck me to the earth. ; 


Ameſ. There link for ever! 
Nor rife again to plague the wretched world. 
Mirz. My heated blood ebbs out, & now too late 


My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my folly ; 


Oh ldeot, Ideot! to be caught ſo poorly; 
Where are thy fine arts now ? Unravell'dall, 
Mangled and cut to pieces by a girl! 

Oh ſhame of wisdom when revenge was ſure, 
And Fate was in my graſp, to loſe it all, 

Neglect the noble game, and runat my years, 


On the purſuit of joys I could not taſte; 


My memory mult be the jeſt of boys. 
Ameſ. My boaſted courage ſinks at ſight of blood; 5 
[ Lerting fall the Ponyard, 
Tho' juſtly ſhed , and! grow ſtiff with horrour. 
[Mirza attempting io riſe, fails again, 
Mirz. It wo'not be! Life guſhes out amain, 
And ! ſhall dye without revenge or aid; 
What noiſe is chat: without there! Help! - 


5 [Trampling wit hof, 
Ameſ. Oh Heavens! : 


What will become of me ? 
Enter Orchanes haſtily. 
Orch. My Lord! Where are you? | 
erung ng on the ground! what wretched acct: 
ent? | 
Then Fate reſolves to make this night eien; * 
Such as ſucceeding horrours ne er ſhall match. 
Mirz. Oh my Orrchanes! L am fal'n vilely, 
And this laſt part of life will ſully all 
The wiſdom and renown of what is paſt. 


Methought thou talk aſt * ors, peak em boldly; 


— _ 
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And try if ought can add to this confuſion, 


Orch. Prepare, my Lord, and ſummon all your 
f wiſdom, 
Your utmoſt conſtancy of ſoul to hear--ͤ— 
Mirz. No more! I cannot wait thy preparation, 
Let che ill fortune take me as it finds me. 
Orch. Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead. 
Mirx. My Daughter! 


Thy words have met with an unguarded fide, 
And pierce even thro' my ſoul. Say how? Where? 


tell me? | 
Orch. As with a guard kept the Temple gates, 
I heard old Aſemnen and the pris'ner Prince 
Loud as the roaring Ocean inaſtorm, 


Ecchoing their rage thro' the vaſte founding dome: 


When on a ſudden, ere the night had gain'd 
Four hours at moſt , the noiſe was hufh'd in filence; 


Wondring and curious of the cauſe, I enter'd, 
And found, oh grief to ſight! your lovely Daughter 


Preſt like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead; 
One wound was on her breaſt. Why ſhe was there, 
Or how we know not; to compleat the ill , 
The Pris'ners both are fted. 

Mirz. Fled! 'tis impoſſible. 


| 


Ha! which way ? whither 2 how ?they could not fly! 


Ameſ. Oh wondrous turn of joy ! are they not 
/ Et [paſſage 
Orch. They could not 'ſcape the Guards, no other 
Remain'dbut yours, and even that was faſt. 
Upon the inſtant] beſet each avenue 
Which to your Palace leads; happily as yet 
They are not paſt from thence. - _ 
. Ameſ. Guard em, ye Gods! 
Atirz, Find 'em again Orchanes, ere I dye. 


Or lam more than double damn'd; this loſs - 


Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughter's death, 


"Tisdeath of my revenge. Malicious Fortune! 


a 
, 


She took the moment when my wiſdom nodded 
| And 
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And ruin'd me at once. O doating Fool! 


Thou Fool of love and of pernicious Woman! 
I ficken! Nature fails me! Oh revenge ! 


Be Will not thy cordial keep back flying life ? 


It ſhall : Orchanes, drag that traitreſs to me. 
Ameſ. Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe 
6 me, . b 
And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, 
A Devil's drudge in miſchief. Save me from death, 
Have pity on my youth, oh ſpare my youth ! 
[Orchanespulls Ameſtris down to Mirza. 
 Mirz. Hearken not to her! drag her! pull her 
| down! | 
Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, while I dye childleſs ?_ 
No, to Cleone's Ghoſt thou art a victim. 
Oh could l but have ſeen thee with thoſe eyes 
I view thee now, I had been wiſe and ſafe ; 
That face ſhall make no more Fools in this world. 
Down! bear thy fatal heauties down to Hell, 
And try if thou can'ſt charm amongſt the dead. 
Dye Witch! Enchantreſs dye ! He ſlabs her. 
Ameſ, Ah! Mercy! Heavens! 
Mirz. I thank thee, hand, at leaſt for this laſt 
ſervice : | 


Nov fly Orchanes, haſte and tell the Queen, 


My lateſt breath ſtays for her ſomething! would. 
[ Exit Orchanes. 
Important to her ſervice----I breathe ſhort, 


Life ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 


I ſtrive in vain to hold it----ha! what mean 


Theſe fleeting ſhades that dance before my fight ? 
*Tis death, I feel it plain ; the dreadful change 


That Naure ſtarts at. Death! ---- Death--- What is 
Death? | 

Tis a vaſt diſquifition. Prieſts and Scholars 

Enquire whole ages, and are yet in doubt. 

My head runs round i I cannot form one thought 

| | = = ONS 7: 
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That pleaſes me about it,----Dying----muſt reſolve 
= [Mirza dies. 


me. | 
Ameſ. Oh my hard fortune! muſt Idye re dye now? 


When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live. 
His dear lov'd image ſtays my parting ſoul ; 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd houſe. _ | 
Ha, ſure he's dead ! ---'tis ſo, and now he ſtands 

| | a | [Looking on Murta. 
Arriign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 
To anſwer to a long account of crimes ; | 
Had l but ſtrength, perhaps my Fate may yet | Riſing 
Find outa way to fave me. « | 
My Love and Father make life worth my care. 
Alas! my blood flows faſt; this way J think. 

| i Goes off faintly. 


Enter at the other fide Artaxerxes and Memnon , with 


a Sword and dark Lanthorn. 
On , here are lights, hold up thy weapon, 
| „on. F : ; | 1 
Artax. And ſee blood, and a body on the floor! 
What means this ſcene of death? What wretch art 


Oh all ye righteous Powers ! 'tis Mirza, ſee, [(thou? 


He ſeems juſt dead. 

Mem. Damnation then is new to him, 
And if there be one deeper pit of ſulphur, 50 
One plague above the reſt in thoſe dark regions, 

He as the moſt abandon'd dog may claim it, 
And vie for preference with Devils themſelves. 
185 Re-enter Ameſtris. [rounds 

Ameſ. The doors are guarded, Fate has clos'd me 

Artax. Ha, art thou my Ameſtris! | 

Aem, Oh, my Daughter! [They run to her, 

Ameſ. Are ye then come at laſt to bleis my eyes, 
That cou d not cloſe without one parting view 2 
O hold me, or I ſink!--. _ PEA | 

Mem. Alas my Child | 

Artax. My cruel fears, why art thou pale & faint? 

Ha, whence this blood! oh killing ſpectacle ! 


- 


Ameſ. 
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Ameſ. Forth from my heart the crimſon river 
flows, 8 
My laviſh heart that haſtily conſumes 
Its ſmall remain of life: Ohlay me gently 
On my laſt bed the earth, whoſe cold hard boſom 
Muſt ſhortly be the place of my long reſt. 
Alem. What have we done! or, oh if we have finn'd, 
What has thy innocence done to merit this ? 
Ameſ, That villain Afirza---= * 
Mem. Ha, Say what of him? 
Ameſ. Offer d moſt brutal outrage to my honour 
Artax. Oh ye eternal Rulers ofthe world, 


Could you look on unmov'd ? But ſay, inſtruct me, 


That l may bow before the God that ſav'd thee. 

Ameſ. Sure twas ſome chaſter Power that made 
me bold. | 

And taught my trembling hand to find the way 

With his own pon yard to the Villa in's heart. 
Mem. Thou art my Daughter ſtillioh noble action! 

That gives in death an interval of joy. 
Ameſ. Juſt in that hour of Fate a Villain enter'd , 


Buy whoſe aſliſtance the revengeful Mirza 


Forc'd me to ſhare death with him, | 
Artax. Tis paſt, tis paſt ; lying downs. 

Andall thoſe fires that lighted up my ſoul, 
Glory and bright ambition, languiſhnow , 
And leave me dark and gloomy as the grave. 
Oh thou ſoft dying ſweetneſs ! ---- Shall I rage 
And curſe myſelf Curſe ev'n the Gods? - Oh no; 
I am the Slave of Fate , and bow beneath 


The load that preſſes me; am ſunktocarth 


And ne'er ſhall riſe again; here willl fit 
And gazetillI am nothing. 
Ameſ. Alas! My Lord, 


_ Fain would [ftrive to bid you not be ſad, 


Fain would I chear your grief; but'tis in vain ; 

I know by my own heart it is impoſſible; | 
For we haveloy'dtoo well. Oh mournful Nuptials: 

| F 4 Are 
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Are theſe the joys of Brides? Indeed'tis hard , 
"Tis very hard to part; I cannot leave you, 
The agoniting thought diſtracts me; hold me, 
Oh hold me faſt, Death ſhall not tear me from you, 
Artax. Oh could my arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The Gods mightlaunch their Thunder on my head , 
Plague me with woes treble to what! feel, 
With joy, I would endure it all to fave thee : 
What ſhall I ſay ? what ſhall Ido to ſave thee? 
Grief ſhakes my frame, it melts my very temper ; 
My manly conſtancy and royal courage 
Run guſhing thro* my eyes; oh my Ameſtris! 
Ameſ. And ſee my Father! his white beard is wet 
With the ſad dew. | | 
Mem. Itry'd to man my heart, 
But could not ſtand the buffet of this tempeſt, 
It tears me up- My Child! ha! art thou dying? 
Ameſ. Indeed I am very ſick! oh hold me up; 
My pain encreaſes, and a cold damp dew 
Hangs on my face. Is there no- help? No eaſe? 
Havel your arm, my Love? 
_ eArtax. Thou haſt; My heart 
Doſt thou yet hold? 
Ameſ. Say will you not forget me, 
When lam laid to moulder in my tomb! 
Tis ſure you will not, till there will be room 
For my remembrance in your noble heart; 
] know youlov'd ine truly: Now ! I faint! 
O ſhield me; ſhield me from that ugly fantome, 
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The cave of death! how dark and deep it is: E 

I tremble at the ſight----'tis hideous horror ! ---- 5 
The gloom grows o'er me----Let me not lie there--= * = 

| 85 [Ameſtris dies. 3 

Art. There life gave way, & the laſt roſie breath 3 
Went in that ſigh. Death like a brutal Victor 3 
Already enter'd, with rude haſte defaces 9 
The lovely frame he has maſter'd ; ſee how ſoon 3 


” 
5 


- Theſe ſtarry eyes have loſt their light and luſtre : 
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Stay, let me cloſe their lids. Now for the reſt, 
Old Memnon ! ha ! grief has transſix'd his brain, 
Andheperceives me not ! ----Now what of thee ? 
*l tink'tt thou to live, thou wretch? Think not of 
3 any thing, n 
Thought is damnation, 'tis the plague of Devils 
To think on what they are! and ſee this weapon 
Shall ſhield me from it, plunge me in forgetfulneſs, 
Ere the dire Scorpion thought can rouſe to ſting me. 
Lend me thy bolom, my cold Bride; 11! Fortune 
. 1 . [ Lying by her. 
Has done its worſt , and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, gentle ſpirit, ſince the ſtars 
Together muſt receive us! [Srabs himſelf.) Oh well 4 
- aim'd! | 7 | 
How fooliſh is the coward's fear of death ! 
Of death, the gentleſt- .- ſureſt way to peace. 


| N { Artax. dies. 
[ Memnon ſtands looking on the bodies ſome time, and 
then ſpeaks. 6 


Mem, Vet will | gaze! Yet! Tho' my eyes grow ſtiff, 

And turn to ſteel or marble ; here's a fight 

To bleſs a Father! Theſe ! Theſe were your gifts, 
Ye bounteous Gods, you'll ſpare my thanks for 'em. 
You gave me being too, and ſpun me out 
To hoary wretchedneſs; away, twas cruelty, 

Oh curſed, curſed, curſed fourſcore years, 
Yeheap of ills, ye monſtrous pile of plagues ! 

Sure they lov'd well, the very ſtreams of blood, 

That flow from their pale boſoms meet and mingle, 

Stay, let me view 'em better----Nay , tis thus 

- If thou art like thy Mother----She dy'd too0---- 
Where is ſhe? --- Ha ! that Dog, that Villain Mirae? 
He bears her from me; Shall we not purſue 2 ---- 

The whirl of Battle comes acroſs me, fly! _ 3 
Begone ! They ſhall not, dare not brave me thus! apt 
Hey, tis a glorious ſound , ruſh on iny Princes 4 
We'll ſtart and reach the goal of Fate at once! ¶ Runs dj??? 
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Enter on the other ſide , Queen cy Attendants with lights, 
. Why am I ſ\ummon'd with this call of Death? 
This is no common ruin: Artaxerxes 
And Memnon's Daughter! Mirza thou art fallen 
In pompous ſlaughter. Could not all thy arts, 
That dol'd about deſtruction to our Enemies, 
Guard thy own life from Fate? Vain boaſt of wiſdom, 
That with fantaſtick pride, like buſie children, 
Builds paper towns and houſes, which at once 
The hand of Chance o'erturns and looſly ſcatters. 
1. Att. Oh diſmal ſight! | [ Looking oat. 
D. What is it frights thy eyes? | 
I. eAtt. Old Memnon's body. 
Qu. Tis a grateful horror. 5 
1. Ait. Upon the floor the batter'd carcaſs lies 
Weltring in gore, whilſt on the marble wal! 


A dreadful maſs of brains, grey hair, and blood 


Is ſmear'd in hideous mixture. 
Qu. Fierce deſpair _ . 
Has forc'd a way for the impetuous ſoul. 


*Tis well he is in peace -- What means this tumult? 


{ Shout , claſhing of Swords: Enter an Officer , 
„ his Sword drawn. OO 
Offic. Fly, Madam, leſt your perſon be not ſafe. 
The traytor Bagoas, to whoſe charge you truſted 
The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join 
And now aſſiſted by the furious rabble, him 
On every fide they charge thoſe few who keep 


This Palace and the Temple, with loud out-cries 


Proclaiming, that they mean to free the Pris'ners. 
Orchanes, ere l fled to give you notice, -_ 


Feel by thePrince's hand; the raging torrent 
BvVore down our weak reſiſtance, and purſuing 
With furious haſte, ev'n trod upon my flight. 
I khis inſtant brings em here. BR 


, Let em come on 1 

I cannot fear; this ſtorm is rais'd too late, 
I ſtand ſecure of all I wiſh already. . 
. | USH 
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[ Shout and claſhing of Swords again. 
ave Artaban , Cleantkes and Attendants , 
their Swords drawn. 

Ut Artab. Then Virtue is in vain ſince baſe 
7 And treachery have triumph'd o'er the mig 
Oh Nature, let me turn my eyes away, 

| Leſtl am blaſted by a Mother's ſight. 
Qz. Ungrate ful Rebel ! Do thyi impious Arms 
purſdie me for my too indulgent tondneſs 
And care for thee? 
Artab. Well has that care been ſnewn 5 
Have you not fouly ſtain'd my ſacred fame? 
Look on that ſcene of blood; the dire effects 
Of cruel female arts. But oh what recom pence, 
What can you give me for my murder'd Love? 
Has not the labyrinth of your fatal counſels 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loſt Cleone? 
By our bright Gods, I ſwear, Iwill aſſert 
The Majeſty of manly governmernt, 
Nor wear again your chains; ſtill as our Mother 
Be honour'd; rule amongſt your maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State; where mad confution 
Shakes the whole frame, to boaſt a Woman' scunning. 
Qu. Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant hand could graſp, 
Guide and command the fortune of the world; ;/ 
But thou art young in pow'r. Remember, Boy, 
Thy Father once the Hero of his age, 
Was proud to be the ſubject of my ſway, 4 


eceit 


The Warriorto the Woman's wit gave way , 
And found it was his intereſt to obey, - 
And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my command? 
Doſt thou! the creature of my forming hangs : 
When I aſſert the power, thou dar'ſt in vade;! 
Like Heaven | will reſolve to be obey'd, _ RE Je = 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 2 1 
[ Exit Queen and A ba. | 
| - nab. Let a Guard wait the Queen. Tho' Natyre 
- Fo Jeverence to her TIT , jealous power en 
u 


Of ſacrilege, ofbaſe and bloody treachery. 
May this example guide my future (way 3 
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gz THE AMBITIOUS 


M uſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious wit. 


Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious prieſt, Cleanthes ? 
Magas, that wretch, that proſtitutes our Gods. 
Clean, Already he has met the fate he merited. 
This niht the Hypocrite in grand Proceſſion 
March'd thro' the city to appeaſe the people, 


And bore the Gods along to aid his purpole. 


When on a ſudden, like a kurricane, 

That ſtarts at once, and ruffles all the ocean, 

Some fury more than mortal ſeiz'd the crowd; 

At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd revenge ; 
Then ſnatch'd and tore the trembling Prieſt to pieces. 
What was moſt ſtrange, no injuty was offer'd, 

Ta any of the brotherhood beſide, 


But all their rage was ended in his death. 


Like formal juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 
And in an inſtant is ſerene and calm. | 
Artab. Oh my Cleanthes, do but caſt thy thoughts 
Back on the recent ſtory ofthis night ; | 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs 


Tue Gods are great and juſt. Well have you mark d, 


Celeſtiai Powers, your righteous deteſtation 


— 


Let Honour, Truth and Juſtice crown my reign, 
Ne er let my Kingly word be giv'n in vain, 5 
But ever ſacred with my foes remain. 


On theſe foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, 2 


The Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt com mand, 


And guard that power they truſted to my hand. 


[ Exeunt Omnes. 
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BF Sno 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


a wal H E ſpleen and vapours, and this doleful Play , 
k Have mortiſy'd me ts that height to-day , 


| That 1 am almoſt in the mortal mind, 
Jo dye indeed, and leave you all behind. 


Know then, ſince Ireſolve in peace to part, 
I mean to leave to one alone my heart, 


( Laſt favours will admit of no partage, 


Thar all ſharing , but upon the Stage.) 


To one who can with one alone be bleſt, 


The peaceful Monarch of a (ingle breaſt. 


Unlike you Sparks , whoſe wild ambitions reve 


With ſword and fire thro' all the lands of Love; 


Who not content, the realms you have, to hold, 
Do with your neighbours Netherlands make bold ; 
To one----but ah: how hard*twilt be to find 


That Phœnix in your fickle Changing kind! 


New loves, new intereſts, and religions new, 
Still your fantaſtick appetites purſue ; 4 


Tour ſickly fancies loath what you poſſeſs , 


And every reſtleſi fool would change bis place: 

Some weary of their peace and quiet grown , | 
Want to be hoiſted up aloft , and ſhows ; | 5 
Whilſt from the envy d height, the wiſe get ſafely down. ) 
We find your ava vering temper ſo our coſt, "Fi 
Since all our pains and care to pleaſe is loſs. 

Muſick in vain ſupports , with friendly aid, 

Her ſiſter Poetry's declining head. 


Tou to the other Houſe in ſhoals ari gone, 
And leave us here to tune our crowds alone. 

Muſt Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and laborious Ben 
Be left for SCaxamouch and Harlequin: 


| Show but a mimick Ape , or French Buffoon , — | 5 7 


CAS 16 0 G- UE. 
[Allow you are unconſtant, yet tis ſtrange , 
2 For ſenſe is ſtill the ſame ; and ne er can change; 
| | et even in that you var) as the reſs , h 
| And every day new notions are profeſs ; | 
Nay there's a Mit has found, as 1 am told, 
New ways to Heaven, deſpairing of the old. 
He ſwears he'll ſpoil the Clerk's and Sexton's trade, 
1 Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor graves be made 6 
bw Tus Hearſe and ſix uo longer be in faſhion , x 
WW Since all the faithful may expect tranſlation, A 
What think you of the project? I'm for trying, jo 
Tl lay aſide theſe fooliſh thoughts of dying; 7 
Preſerve my youth and vigour for the Stage , 
And be tranſtated ina good | 
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ENGLISH PLAYS; 


Ne atly & correctly printed, in ſmall volumes fit 


for of pocket , & ſold by T'. Johnſon, Works 
© in the Hague. | 


PLANTS. 
ART: Authors 
| ? prices 
Julius Cæſar , | | - - 6 
Macbeth. 3 6 
Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. | — 8 
Othello, Moor of Venice. — 8 
King Henry LV. with the humours | 
of dr. John Falſtaff. OShakeſear 6 
The Merry Wives of Windſor, & | 
. Amours of Sr. John Falſtaff. = - 6 
The Tempeft;or Enchanted Iſland: | fee 
altered by Davenant & Dryden. 228 
The Jew of Venice: altered by Mr. Ii 
Granville (Ld, Lanſdown.) 5. - 6 
Aurenge-Zebe, or the Great Mogul! - - 6 
All for Love, or the World wellloſt {— = - 8 
Oedipus (by Dryden & Lee) | = - 8 


The Spaniſh Fryar, or double diſco- | | 


very. - 
The Indian Emperor, or Conqueſt Aer 
of Mexico. | 


The ſtate of Innocence, or Fall of 5 
Man. * 


Don Sebaſtian King of Portugal. 


0 I 


The Orphan. EIS 
Venice preſerved. FA.” «+ 
Oroonoko. | Southerne. 


- Abra-Mule. Trappe. 


She wou' d it ſhe cou'd "= 
The Man of Mode, Sr. Fop. Flutter, CE Verege. 


The Rehearſal, with a Key, D. Buck 


8 

6 

6 

- - 8 
Amphitryon, orthetwo Soſias. 4 - - 6 
8 

8 

6 

6 

8 

8 

6 


The Chances, altered by ingham, 


EAS. es Authors pic 


4 eL 
75 The Old Batchelor. | di 6 
Ts The Double Dealer. L 8 
1 Doe or Lese. [Congreve. 8 
F The Way ofthe World. 4 8 
18 The Mourning Bride. 7 6 
Phædra & Hippolitus. Smith 6 
1 The Adventures of Five Hours. Tuke 8 
if The Plain-dealer. Wicherley., 8 
it | Loves laſt-ſhift , The Pool in faſhion. Cibl 8 
Wl | The Careleſs Husband. 1 * 2 
1 The Provoked Wife. Ty 35 8 
Æſop: with a Second part. 5 — rug. 8 
. The Funeral, or Grief à la mode. Steel 6 
It | The Conſtant Couple, : 6 
The Recruiting Officer. Freue, 6 
1 The Beaux Stratagem. 2 — 
{A Cato. - Addiſon. 8 
1 | The Diftreſt Mother, '\ | Philips. 6 
7 Volpone or the Fox. B. Johnſon. 8 
1 Timon of Athens, altered by Shadwell. Shakeſpear. 8 
. The Ambitious Stepmother 6 
11 Tam erlane. | 19 6 
4 Jane Shore © we 6 
| : The Lady Jane Gray. FE 6 
1 The Non- Juror. | Cibber. 8 
= The Relapſe. Vanbrug 8 
I Theodoſius, or the force of Love. VN. Lee. 6 
\ Sophonisba,or Hannibals overthrow FD 6 
|: Chit Chat. 15 Killegrew 6 
| The Conſcious Lovers. Steel. 6 
133 Buſiris K. of Egypt. Young. 6 
1 5 1 5 Siege of Damaſcus Hughes. 6 
| The Tragedy of Julius Cæſar. T Dukeof 6 
The death of M. Brutus. | Bucks, 6 


: 


— 
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Theſe Plays are ſold together in Volumes, bound 
orſliched: moſt of them are e alſo fold apart, at the 
prices here mark d. 5 


NB. Several other 4 ays 
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